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S To Mr. POPE. 


c Secs Prælia ruris 


Pandimus. | Nemeſian. 
4 OU, who the ſweets of rural life have knoten, 
4 \ Deſpiſe th' ungrateful hurry of the town; 

"F In Windſor groves your eaſie hours employ, 
And, undiſturb'd, yourſelf and Muſe enjoy. 

XZ Thames liſtens to thy ſtrains, and ſilent flows, 
And no rude wind through ruſtling oſiers blows, 
While all his wond'ring Nymphs around thee throng, 
To hear the Hreus warble in thy ſong. 

But I, who ne'er was bleſs'd by Fortune's hand, 
Nor brighten'd plough-ſhares in paternal land, I9 
Long in the noiſie town have been immur'd, 
Reſpir'd its ſmoke, and all its cares endur'd, 
Where news and politicks divide mankind, | 
And ſchemes of {tate involve th' uneaſie mind; 
Factions embroils the World; and ev'ry tongue 
Is mov by flatt'ry, or with ſcandal hung: 
PFriendſhip, for ſy lvan ſhades, the palace flies. 

XZ YWhere all muſt yield to int'reſt's dearer ties; 
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Each rival Machiadel with envy burns, 

And honeſty forſakes them all by turns ; 20 
While calumny upon each party's thrown, 

Which both promote, and both alike diſown. 

Fatigu'd at laſt; a calm retreat I choſe, 

And footh'd my harraſs d mind with ſweet repoſe, 
Where helds, and ſhades, and the refreſhing clime, 25 
Inſpire the ſylvan ſong, and prompt my rhime. 

My muſe ſhall rove through flow'ry meads and plains, 
And deck with Rural Sports her native ſtrains, 

And the fame road ambitiouſly purſue, 

Frequented by the Mantuas ſwain, and you. 30 

Tis not that rural {ports alone invite, 

But all the grateful country breathes delight; 

Here blooming health exerts her gentle reign, 

And ſtrings the ſinews of th' induſtrious ſwain. 

Soon as the morning lark ſalutes the day, | 35 
Through dewy fields I take my frequent way, 
Where I behold the farmer's early care, | 

In the zevolving labours of the year. 

When the freſh ſpring in all her Rate is crown'd, 
And high luxuriant graſs o erſpreads the ground, 49 
The lab'rer with the bending ſcythe is ſeen, 

Shaving the ſurface of the waving green, 
Of all her native pride diſrobes the land, 
And meads lays waſte before his ſweeping hand : 


While with the mounting ſun the meadow glows, 45 


The fading herbage round he looſely throws; 
Bur if ſome ſign portend a laſting ſhow'r, 
'Th' experienc'd ſwain foreſees the coming hour, 
His ſun-burnt hands the ſcatt'ring fork forſake, 
And ruddy damſels ply the ſaving rake ; 50 
In riſing hills the fragrant harveſt grows, 
And ſpreads along the field in equal rows. 

Now when the height of heav'n bright Phabus gains, 
And level rays cleave wide. the thirſty plains, 
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RURAL SPORTS. 3 


When heifers ſeek the ſhade and cooling lake, 55 


And in the middle path-way baſks the ſnake; 

O lead me, guard me from the ſultry hours, 
Hide me, ye foreſts, in your cloſeſt bowers: 
Where the tall oak his ſpreading arms entwines, 


And with the beech a mutual ſhade combines; 60 


Where flows the murm'ring brook, inviting dreams, 
Where bord'ring hazle overhangs the ſtreams, 
Whoſe rolling current winding round and round, 
With frequent falls makes all the wood reſound; 
Upon the moſſy couch my limbs I caſt, 65 
And ev'n at noon the ſweets of ev'ning taſte. 

Here I peruſe the Mantuans Georgic ſtrains, 
And learn the labours of [talien ſwains; 
In ev'ry page I ſee new landſcapes rife, 
And all Heſperia opens to my eyes. 70 
1 wander o'er the various rural toil, 
And know the nature of each diff 'rent ſoil: 
This waving field is gilded o'er with corn, 
That ſpreading trees with bluſhing fruit adorn : 
Here I ſurvey the purple vintage grow, 
Climb round the poles, and rife in graceful row: 
Now I behold the ſteed curvet and bound, 
And paw with reſtleſs hoof the ſinoaking ground: 
The dewlap'd bull now chafes along the plain, 
While burning love ferments in ev'ry vein 36 
His well-arm'd front againſt his rival aims, 
And by the dint of war his miſtreſs claims: 
The careful inſeQ *midit his works I view, 
Now from the flow'rs exhauſt the fragrant dew ; 
With golden treaſures load his little thighs, 
And ſteer his diſtant journey through the ſkies ; 
Some againſt hoſtile drones the hive deſend ; 
Others with ſweets the waxen cells diſtend: 
Each in the toil his deftin'd office bears, 
And in the little bulk a mighty foul appears. 96 
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Or when the ploughman leaves the taſk of day, 
And trudging homeward whiſtles on the way ; 
When the big-udder'd cows with patience ſtand, 
Waiting the ſtroakings of the damſel's hand; F 
No warbling chears the woods; the feather'd choir 9g 
To court kind ſlumbers to their ſprays retire ; | 
When no rude gale diſturbs the ſleeping trees, 
Nor aſpen leaves confeſs the gentleſt breeze; 
Engag d in thought, to Neptune's bounds I ſtray, 


To take my farewel of the parting day ; 100 


Far in the deep the ſun his glory hides, 
A ſtreak of gold the fea and ſky divides ; 
The purple clouds their amber linings ſhow, 
And edg'd with flame rolls ev'ry wave below : 
Here penſive I behold the fading light, og 
And o'er the diſtant billow loſe my ſight. 
Now night in ſilent ſtate begins to riſe, 
And twinkling orbs beſtrow th' uncloudy fkies ; 
Her borrow'd luſtre growing Cynthia lends, 


And on the main a glitt'ring path extends; 110 . 


Millions of worlds hang in the ſpacious air, 

Which round their ſuns their annual circles ſteer. 

Sweet contemplation elevates my ſenſe, 

While I ſurvey the works of providence. 

O could the muſe in loftier ſtrains rehearſe, 115 

The glorious author of the univerſe, 

Who reins the winds, gives the vaſt ocean bounds, 

And circumſcribes the floating worlds their rounds, 

My ſoul ſhould overflow in ſongs of praiſe, 

And my Creator's name inſpire my lays! 126 
As in ſucceſſive courſe the ſeaſons roll, 

So circling pleaſures recreate the ſoul. 

When genial ſpring a living warmth beſtows, 

And o'er the year her verdant mantle throws, 

No ſwelling inundation hides the grounds, 123 

But criſtal currents glide within their bounds; 
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The finny brood their wonted haunts ſorſake, 
Float in the ſun, and ſkim along the lake, 

With frequent leap they range the ſhallow ſtreams, 
Their ſilver coats reflect the dazling beams. 

Now let the fiſherman his toils prepare, 

And arm himſelf with ev'ry watry ſnare ; 

His hooks, his lines peruſe with caretul eye, 
Enereaſe his tackle, and his rod retye. 

When floating clouds their ſpongy fleeces drain, 
Troubling the ſtreams with ſwift-deſcending rain, 
And waters, tumbling down the mountain's ſide, 
Bear the looſe foil into the ſweliing tide ; 

Then, ſoon as vernal gales begin to riſe, 

And drive the liquid burthen through the ſkies, 
The fiſher to the neighb'ring current ſpeeds, 
Whoſe rapid ſurface purles, unknown to weeds, 
Upon a riſing border of the brook 

He ſits him down, and ties the treach'rous hook ; 
Now expectation chears his eager thought, 

His boſom glows with treaſures yet uncaught, 
Before his eyes a banquet ſeems to ſtand, 

Where ev'ry gueſt applauds his ſkilful hand, 

Far up the ftream the twiſted hair he throws, 
Which down the murm'ring current gently flows ; 
When if or chance or hunger's pow'rful ſway 
Directs the roving trout this fatal way, 

He greedily ſucks in the twining bait, 
And tugs and nibbles the fallacious meat: 
Now, happy fiſherman, now twitch the line! 


How thy rod bends! behold, the prize is thine ! 
Caſt on the bank, he dies with gaſping pains, 


And trickling blood his ſilver mail diſtains. 
You muſt not ev'ry worm promiſcuous uſe, 
Judgment will tell thee proper bait to chuſe ; 
The worm that draws a long immod'rate ſize 
The trout abhors, and the rank morſel flies ; 
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And if too ſmall, the naked fraud's in ſight, 
And fear forbids, while hunger does invite. 
"Thoſe baits will beſt reward the fiſher's pains, 
Whoſe poliſh'd tails a ſhining yellow ſtains: 
Cleanſe them from filth, to give a tempting gloſs, 
Cheriſh the ſully'd reptile race with moſs ; 
Amid the verdant bed they twine, they toil, 
And [rem their bodies wipe their native Soil. 170 
But when the ſun diſplays his glorious beams, 
And ſhallow rivers flow with filver ſtreams, 
[hen the deceit the ſcaly breed ſurvey, 
Baſb in the fun, and look into the day. 
You now a more dekyive art muſt try, 175 
And tempt their hunger with the curious fly. 
Lo frame the little animal, provide 
All the gay hues that wait on female pride, 
Let nature guide thee; ſomething golden wire 
The {bining bellies of the fly require; | 180 
Ihe peacock's plumes thy tackle muſt not fail, 
Nor the dear purchaſe of the fable's tail. 
Each gaudy bird fome flender tribute brings, 
And lends the growing inſect proper wings: 


Sils of all colours mult their aid impart, 185 


Ard ev'ry fur promote the fiſher's art. 

So tie gay lady, with expenſive care, 

Borrows the pride of land, of ſea, and air; 

Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glittering thing diſplays, 

Duzics our eyes, and ealy heats betrays. 190 
Ik well the various ſeaſons of the year, 

flow the ſucceeding inſect race appear; 

In this revolving moon one colour reigns, 

Which in the next the fickle trout diſdains. 

Oſt' have I teen a ſkilful angler try 195 

Ihe various colours of the treach'rous fly; 

When he with fruitleſs pain hath ſkim'd the brook, 

And the coy fiſh rejects the ſkipping hook, 
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RURAL SPORTS. 


| He ſhakes the boughs that on the margin grow, 
Which o'er the ſtream a waving foreſt throw ; 


1 When if an inſet fall, (his certain guide) 
7 4 He gently takes him from the whirling tide ; 
XZ Examines well his form with curious eyes, 


His gaudy veſt, his wings, his horns and ſize. 


'Then round his hook the choſen fur he winds, 

And on the back a ſpeckled feather binds, 

So juſt the colours ſhine through ev'ry part, 

That nature ſeems to live again in art. 

Let not thy wary ſtep advance too near, 

While all thy hope hangs on a fingle hair; 

The new-form'd inſe& on the water moves, 

The ſpeckled trout the curious ſnare approves ; 

Upon the curling ſurface let it glide, 

With nat'ral motion from thy hand ſupply'd, 

Againſt the ſtream now let it gently play, 

Now in the rapid eddy roll away. 

The ſcaly ſhoals float by, and ſeiz'd with fear 

Behold their fellows toſt in thinner air; 

But ſoon they leap, and catch the ſwimming bait, 

Plunge on the hook, and ſhare an equal fate. 
When a briſk gale againſt the current blows, 

And all the watry plain in wrinkles flows, 

Then let the ſſherman his art repeat, 

Where bubbling eddys favour the deceit. 

If an enormous ſalmon chance to ſpy 

The wanton errors of the floating fly, 

He lifts his ſilver gills above the flood, 

And greedily ſucks in th' unfaithful food; 

Then downward plunges with the fraudful prey, 

And bears with joy the little ſpoil away. 

Soon in {mart pain he feels the dire miſtake, 

Laſhes the wave, and beats the toamy lake, 

With ſudden rage he now aloft appears, 

And in his eye convulſive anguiſh bears: 
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And now again, impatient of the wound, 23 ; 9 


He rolls and wreaths his ſhining body round; 
Then headlong ſhoots beneath the daſhing tide, 
The trembling fins the boiling waves divide ; 
Now hope exalts the fiſher's beating heart, 
Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art ; 240 
He views the tumbling fiſh with longing eyes, 
V/hile the line ſtretches with th' unwieldy prize 
Each motion humours with his ſteady hands, 
And one ſlight hair the mighty bulk commands ; 
Tilh tir'd at laſt, deſpoil'd of all his ſtrength, 245 
The game athwart the ſtream unfolds his length. 
He now, with pleaſure, views the gaſping prize 
Gnath his ſharp teeth, and roll his blood-ſhot eyes ; 
Ihen draws him to the ſhore, with artful care, 
And lifts his noftrils in the ſick ning air: 250 
Upon the burthen d ſtream he floating lies, 
Stretching his quiv'1ing fins, and gaſping dies. 

Would you preſerve a num'rous finny race ? 
Let your fierce dogs the rav'nous otter chaſe; 
Th' amphibious monſter ranges all the ſhores, 255 
Darts through the waves, and ev'ry haunt explores: 
Or let the gin his roving ſteps betray, 
And fave from hoſtile jaws the ſcaly prey. 

I never wander where the bord'ring reeds 
<O'erlook the muddy ſtream, whoſe tangling weeds 
Perplex the fiſher ; I, nor chuſe to bear 261 
"The thieviſh nightly net, nor barbed ſpear ; | 
Nor drain I ponds the golden carp to take, 
Nor trowle for pikes, diſpeoplers of the lake. 
Around the ſteel no tortur'd worm ſhall twine, 265 
No blood of living inſeQ ſtain my line 
Let met me leſs cruel caſt the feather'd hook, 
With pliant rod athwart the pebble brook, 
Silent along the mazy margin tray, | 
And with the fur-wrought fly delude the prey. 270 
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Should you the various arms and toils rehearle, 
And all the fiſherman adorn thy verſe ; 

Should you the wide-encircling net diſplay, 
And 1n its ſpacious arch encloſe the ſea, 
'Then haul the plunging load upon the land, 
And with the ſoale and turbet hide the ſand ; 

It would extend the growing theme too long, 
And tire the reader with the watry ſong. 

Let the keen hunter from the chaſe refrain, 
Nor render all the Plowman's labour vain, 
When Ceres pours out plenty from her horn, 
And cloaths the fields with golden ears of corn. 
Now, now, ye reapers, to your taſk repair, 
Haſte, fave the product of the bounteous year : 
To the wide-gathering hook long furrows yield, 
And riſing ſheaves extend through all the field. 

Yet if for filvan ſport thy boſom glow, 

Let thy fleet greyhound urge his flying foe. 

With what delight the rapid courſe I view ! 

How does my eye the circling race purſue! 

He ſnaps deceitful air with empty jaws, 

The ſuttle hare darts ſwift beneath his paws ; 

She flies, he ſtretches, now with nimble bound 
Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his ground; 
She turns, he winds, and ſoon regains the way, 
Then tears with goary mouth the ſcreaming prey. 
What various ſport does rural life afford! 


What unbought dainties heap the wholciome board! 
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4 O W, ſporting Muſe, draw in the flowing reins, 
5 Leave the clear ſtreams awhile for ſunny plains. 
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Nor lefs the ſpaniel, ſkilful to betray, 
Rewards the fowler with the feather'd prey. 
Soon as the lab'ring horſe with ſwelling veins, 
Hath ſafely hous'd the farmer's doubtful gains, 
Lo ſweet repaſt th' unwary partridge flies, 
With joy amid the ſcatter'd harveſt hes ; 
Wandring in plenty, danger he forgets, 

Nor dreads the ſlav'ry of entangling nets. 
"The ſubtle dog ſcowrs with ſagacious noſe 


Along the field, and ſnuffs each breeze that blows, 310 


Againſt the wind he takes his prudent way, 

While the ſtrong gale directs him to the prey; 

Now the warm ſcent aſſures he covey near, 

He treads with caution, and he points with fear ; 

Then (leſt ſome ſentry fowl the fraud deſcry, 

And with his fellows from the danger fly) 

Cloſe to the ground in expectation lies, 

Till in the ſnare the flutt'ring covey riſe. 

Soon as the bluſhing light begins to ſpread, 

And glancing Phevus gilds the mountain's head, 

Fis early flight th' ill-fated partridge takes, 

And quits phe friendly ſhelter of the brakes: 

Or when the fun caſts a declining ray, 

And drives his Chariot down the weſtern way, 

Let your obſequious ranger ſearch around, 

Where yellow ttubble withers on the ground: 

Nor will the roving ſpy direct in vain, 

But numerous conveys gratifie thy pain. 

When the meridian ſun contracts the ſhade, 

Ard ſriſking hetters feek the cooling glade ; 

Cr when the country floats with ſudden rains, 

Or driving milts deface the moiſt ned plains ; 

tu vain his toils th' unſkilful fowler tries, 

While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 
Nor muſt the ſporting verſe the gun forbear, 

But whabs the towler's be the muſe's care. | 
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See how the well-taught pointer leads the way: 
I The ſcent grows warm; he ſtops ; he ſprings the prey 
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And death in thunder overtakes their flight. 

> Cool breathes the morning air, and winter's hand 
Spreads wide her hoary mantle o'er the land; 

> Now to the copſe thy leſſer ſpaniel take, 345 
Teach him to range the ditch and force the brake; 

7 Not cloſeſt coverts can protect the game: 

Hark! the dog opens; take thy certain aim; 


The flutt'ring coveys from the ſtubble riſe, 
And on ſwift wing divide the ſounding ſkies ; 340 


The ſcatt'ring lead purſues the certain ſight, 


The woodcock flutters ; how he wav'ring flies! 


The wood reſounds: he wheels, he drops, he dies. 


The tow'ring hawk let future poets ſing, 35 r 
Who terror bears upon his ſoaring wing: 
Let them on high the frighted hern ſurvey, 
And lofty numbers paint their airy fray. 
Nor ſhall the mounting lark the muſe detain, 355 
That greets the morning with his early ſtrain ; 
When, midſt his ſong, the twinkling glaſs betrays: 
While from each angle flaſh the glancing rays, | 
And in the ſun the tranſient colours blaze, 
Pride lures the little warbler from the ſkies: 360 
'The light-enamour'd bird deluded dies. 

But ſtill the chaſe, a pleaſing taſk, remains; 
The hound muſt open in theſe rural ſtrains, 
Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 
And edges eaſtern clouds with roſie light, 305 
'The healthy huntſman, with the chearful horn, 
Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled morn ; 
'The jocund thunder wakes th' enliven'd hounds, 
They rouze ſrom ſleep, and anſwer ſounds for ſounds ; 
Wide through the furzy field their route they take, 370 
Their bleeding boſoms force the thorny brake: 
The flying game their ſmoaking noſtrils trace, 
No bounding hedge obſtrudts their eager pace; = 
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The diſtant mountains eccho from afar, 

And hanging woods reſound the flying war: 375 

The tuneful noiſe the ſprightly courſer hears, 

Paws the green turf, and pricks his trembling ears ; 

The flacken'd rein now gives him all his ſpeed, 

Back flies the rapid ground beneath the ſteed ; as 

Hills, dates and foreſts far behind remain, 350 

While the warm ſcent draws on the deep-mouth'd train- 

Where ſhall the trembling hare a ſhelter find ? 4 

Hark! death advances in each guſt of wind! $ 

New ſtratagems and doubling wiles ſhe tries, 

Now circling turns, and now at large ſhe flies; 38 

Jill ſpent at laſt, ſhe pants, and heaves for breath, 43 

Then lays her down, and waits devouring death. 1 
But ſtay, advent'rous muſe, haſt thou the force 

To wind the twiſted horn, to guide the horſe? 

Jo keep thy ſeat unmov'd haſt thou the ſkill 

Oer the high gate, and down the headlong hill? 

Wl  C:nit thou the ſtag's laborious chace direct, 

4 Or the ſtrong ſox through all his arts detect? 

The theme demands a more experienc'd lay: 1 

Ye mighty hunters, ſpare this weak eſfay. 398 
Oh happy plains, remote from war's alarms, 4 

And all the ravages of hoſtile arms! by 

And happy thepherds, who ſecure from fear, 75 

On open downs preſerve your fleecy care! 4 

Whote ſpacious barns groan with increaſing ſtore, 0 

And whirling flails disjoint the cracking floor : | 

No barb'rous ſoldier, bent on cruel ſpoil, 

Spreads detolation o'er your fertile ſoll 

Xo irampling ſteed lays waſte the ripen'd grain, 

Nor crackling fires devour the promis'd gain : 405 

No flaming beacons caſt their blaze afar, 

The dreadtul ſignal of invaſive war ; 
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7 INo trumpet's clangor wounds the mother's ear, - 
And calls the lover from his ſwooning fair. 
What happineſs the rural maid attends, 410 
In chearful labour while each day ſhe ſpends ! 
She gratefully receives what heav'n has ſent, 
And, rich in poverty, enjoys content: 
© such happineſs and ſuch unblemiſh'd fame 
1. | Ne er glad the boſom of the courtly dame) 415 
She never feels the ſpleen's imagin'd pains, 
Nor melancholy ſtagnates in her veins ; 
She never loſes life in thoughtleſs eaſe, 
Nor on the velvet couch invites diſeaſe ; 
Hier home-fpun dreſs in ſimple neatneſs lies, 420 
And for no glaring equipage ſhe ſighs: 
ler reputation, which is all her boaſt, 
In a malicious viſit ne'er was loſt : 
No midnight maſquerade her beauty wears, 
And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs. 42 5 
I love's ſoft paſſion in her boſom reign, 
An equal paſſion warms her happy ſwain ; 
No homebred jars her quiet ſtate controul, 
Nor watchful jealouſy torments her ſoul ; 
With ſecret joy ſhe ſees her little race 430 
Hang on her breaſt, and her ſmall cottage grace; 
The fleecy ball their little fingers cull, 
Or from the ſpindle draw the lengthning wool : 
Thus flow her hours with conſtant peace of mind, 
Till age the lateſt thread of Life unwind. 435 
Ye happy fields, unknown to noiſe and ſtrife, 
The kind rewarders. of induſtrious life ; 
Ye ſhady woods, where once I us'd to rove: 
Alike indulgent to the muſe and love; 
Ye murm'ring ſtreams that in Mezanders roll, 440 
I he ſweet compoſers of the penſive ſoul, 
> 7 Farewel. The city calls me from your bow'rs : 
= PFarewel amuſing thoughts and peaceful hours. 
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0 Sing that graceful toy, whoſe waving play 

| With gentle gales relieves the ſultry day. 

10 Not the wide fan by Perſian dames diſplay'd, 
Which o'er their beauty caſts a grateful ſhade ; 
Not that long, known in China's artful land, 5 
Which, while it cools the face, fatigues the hand : 


„ Nor ſhall the muſe in Hin climates rove, 1 
Lo ſeek in ſudoſtan ſome ſpicy grove, 
Where ſtretch'd at eaſe the panting lady lies, « 


To ſhun the fervor of meridian ſkies, 10 
While ſweating ſlaves catch ev'ry breeze of air, | 
And with wide-ſpreading fans retreſh the fair ; 

No buſie gnats her pleaſing dreams moleſt, 

Inflame her cheek, or ravage o'er her breaſt, 

But artificial Zephyrs round her fly, 15 
And mitigate the fever of the ſky, 


— 


* 


£4 Jometimes in broken words he figh'd his care, 


Nou call'd more pow'rful preſents to his aid, 


CC 15 
Nor ſhall Bermudas long the muſe detain, 
5 e fragrant foreſts bloom in Waller's ſtrain, 
here breathing ſweets from ev'ry field aſcend, 
nd the wild woods with golden apples bend; 20 
2 let me in ſome od'rous ſhade repoſe, 
Whilſt in my verſe the fair Palmetto grows: 
Lixe the tall pine it ſhoots its ſtately head, 
From the broad top depending branches ſpread ; 
No knotty limbs the taper body bears, 25, 
& Hung on each bough a ſingle leaf appears, 
V hich ſhrivell'd in its infancy remains, 
$ RL ike a clos'd fan, nor ſtretches wide its veins, 
®But as the ſeaſons in their circle run, 
ZOpes its ribb d furface to the nearer ſun ; 30 
Beneath this ſhade the weary peaſant lies, 
ZPlucks the broad leaf, and bids the breezes riſe. 
b Stay, wand'ring mule, nor rove in foreign climes, 
To thy own native ſhore conhne thy rhimes. 
Aſſiſt ye Nine, your loftieſt notes employ, 


* 4 8 TX" 
ERR. 
= 


— _ 


of Say what celeſtial {kill contriv'd the toy; * 
= Say how this inſtrument of love began, 

1 And in immortal itrains diſplay the fan. 

Strepben had long confeſs d his am'rous pain, 
Which gay Carinug railly'd with diſdain : 40 


'Z Look'd Ps ale, and trembled when he view'd the fair; 
With bolder freedoms now the youth advanc'd, 
Ts He dreſs'd, he laugh'd, he ſung, he rhim d, he danc'd : 


15 
And, to ſeduce the miſtreſs brib'd the maid; 5 


Smooth flatt'ry in her ſofter hours apply'd, 


The ſureſt charm to bind the force ot pride: 
But ſtill unmov'd remains the ſcornful dame, 
Inſults her captive, and derides his flame. 
Wen Szrephon ſaw his vows diſpers'd in air, 
He fought in ſolitude to lole his care; 
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Relief in ſolitude he ſought in vain, 
It ſerv'd like muſick, but to feed his pain. 
To Venus now the lighted Boy complains, 
And calls the Goddeſs in theſe tender ſtrains. 
O potent Queen, from Neptune's empire ſprung, 
Whoſe glorious birth admiring Nereids fung, 
Who 'midſt the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove, 2 
Whoſe radiant preſence gilds the Paphian grove, 60 
Where to thy name a thouſand altars riſe, *$ 
And curling clouds of incenſe hide the ſkies ; 
O beauteous Goddeſs, teach me how to move, | 
Inſpire my tongue with eloquence of love. 4 


If loſt Adonis e er thy boſom warm'd, 65 


If e'er his eyes, or godlike figure charm'd, 4 
Think on thoſe hours when firſt you felt the dart, A 
Think on the reſtleſs fever of thy heart ; 2 
Think how you pin'd in abſence of the Wain: 

By thoſe uneaſie minutes know my pain. 70 
Ev'n while Cydippe to Diana bows, L 
And at her ſhrine renews her virgin vows, 4 
The lover, taught by thee, her pride o'ercame ; 3 
She reads his oaths, and feels an equal flame: 

Oh, may my flame, like thine, Acontious, prove, 

May Venus dictate, and reward my love. 

When crowds of ſuitors Atalanta try'd, 

She wealth, and beauty, wit and fame defy'd ; 

Each daring lover with advent'rous pace 

Purſu'd his wiſhes in the dang'rous race ; 

Like the ſwift hind the bounding damſel flies, 

Strains to the goal, the diſtant lover dies. 

Hippomenes, O Venus, was thy care, 

You taught the ſwain to ſtay the flying fair, 

The golden preſent caught the virgin's eyes, 

She ſtoops; he ruſhes on, and gains the prize. 

Say, Cypriaz Deity, what gift, what art, 

Shall humble into love Corinna's heart; 
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r only ſome bright toy can charm her fight, | 
reach me what preſent may ſuſpend her flight. 90 
ZT hus the deſponding youth his flame declares. 
re Goddeſs with a nod his paſſion hears. 
Far in Cythera ſtands a ſpacious grove, 
Hacred to Venus and the God of love; 
lere the luxuriant myrtle rears her head _ 95 
L.ixe the tall oak the fragrant branches ſpread; 
lere nature all her ſweets profuſely pours, | 
And paints th' enamell'd ground with various flow'rs ; 
ep in the gloomy glade a grotto bends, 
ide through the craggy rock an arch extends, 100 
he rugged ſtone is cloath'd with mantling vines, 
nd round the cave the creeping woodbine twines. 
Here bwie Cupids with pernicious art, 
Form the ſtiff bow and forge the fatal dart; 
All ſhare the toil; while ſome the bellows ply, 105 
__ Others with feathers teach the ſhafts to fly: 
Some with joint force whirl round the ſtony wheel, 
Where ſtreams the ſparkling fire from temper'd ſteel ; 
Some point their arrows with the niceſt ſkill, 
And with the warlike ſtore their quivers fill. 110 
A different toil another forge employs ; 
lere the loud hammer faſhions female toys, 

2X Henge is the fair with ornament ſupply'd, 

*X Hence ſprung the glitt'ring implements of pride; 

Each trinket that adorns the modern dame, 115 

iF Firſt to theſe little artiſts ow'd its fame. 
% lere an unfiniſh'd di' mond croſslet lay, 

Jo which ſoft lovers adoration pay; 

l here was the poliſh'd cryſtal bottle ſeen, 
Iuhat with quick ſcents revives the modiſh ſpleen: 126 
lere the yet rude unjoynted ſnuff-box lyes, 
*X Which ſerves the railly'd top for ſinart replies, 
* There piles of paper roſe in gilded reams, 
2X The future records of the lover's flames; 
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Here clouded canes 'midft heaps of toys are found, 1 
And inlaid tweezer- caſes ftrow the ground. 
There ſtands the Toilette, nurſery of charms, I 
Compleatly furniſh'd with bright beauty's arms; 2 
The patch, the powder-box, pulvile, pertumes, 
Pins, paint, a flatt'ring glaſs, and black-lead combs. 130 M 
The toi! 'ome hours in diffrent labour flide, 7 
Some work the file, and ſome the graver guide; 
From the loud anvil the quick blow rebounds, 
And their rais d arms deſcend in tuneſul ſounds. 
Thus when Semiramis, in ancient days, 135 
Bad Babylon her mighty bulwarks rate 
A ſwarm of lab'rers diffrent tatks attend: 
Here pullies make the pond'rous oak aſcend, 
With ecchoing ſtrokes the craggy quarry groans, ; 
While there the chiſſel forms the {hapeleſs ſtones ; 140 
The weighty mallet deals reſounding blows, s 
Till the proud battlements her tow'rs encloſe. 
Now Venus mounts her car, ſhe ſhakes the reins, 
And ſteers her turtles to Cythera's plains ; A 
Strait to the grott with gracetul ſtep ſhe goes, 145 
Her looſe ambroſial hair behind her flows : 4 
The ſwelling billows heave for breath no more, 
All drop their ſilent hammers on the floor; 5 
In deep ſuſpence the mighty labour ſtands, 156 
While thus the Goddefs ſpoke her mild commands. 
Induſtrious Lewes, your preſent toils forbear, 
A more important taſk demands your care ; 
Long has tae ſcheme employ'd my thoughtful Mind, 
By judgment ripen'd, and by time refin'd. a 
"That glorious Bird have you not often ſeen 158 
Who draws the car of the celeſtial Queen ? 
Have you not oft ſurvey'd his varying * 
_ His tail all gilded o'er with Argus eyes? 
Have you not ſeen him in the ſunny day ; 
Unfurl his plumes, and all his pride diſplay, 160 
Then 
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125 hen ſuddenly contract his dazling train, | 

N And with long-trailing feathers ſweep the plain ? 
Learn from this hint, let this inſtruct your art; 
hin taper ſticks muſt from one center part: 
7 Tet theſe into the quadrant's form divide, 165 
F he ſpreading ribs with ſnowy paper hide; 

Here ball the pencil bid its colours flow, 

: And make a miniature creation grow. 

1 et the machine in equal foldings cloſe, 
And now its plaited ſurface wide diſpoſe. 170 
50 ſhall the fair her idle hand employ, 
And grace each motion with a reſtleſs toy, 
ith various play bid gentle Zephyrs riſe, 
While love in ev'ry graceful Zephyr flies. 
The maſter Czpid traces out the lines, 175 
And with judicious Hand the draught deſigns, 
ITb' expecting Loves with joy the model view, 
And the joint labour eagerly purſue. 
Some lit their arrows with the niceſt art, 
nd into {ticks convert the ſhiver'd dart; 180 
The breathing bellows wake the ſleeping fire, 
: * Blow off the cinders, and the ſparks aſpire ; 
heir arrow's point they ſoften in the flame, 
1 And ſounding hammers break its barbed frame: 
Of this the little pin they neatly mold, 185 
: From whence their arms the ſpreading ſticks unſold : 
4 In equal plates they now the paper bend, 
And at juſt diſtance the wide rib extend, 
Then on the frame they mount the limber ſcreen, 
And finiſh inſtantly the new machine. 190 
The Goddeſs pleas d, the curious work receives, 
Remounts her chariot, and the Grotto leaves; 
With the light fan ſhe moves the yielding air, 
And gales, till then unknown, play round the fair. 
| Unhappy lovers, how will you withſtand, 195 
60 When theſe new arms ſhall grace your charmer's hand? 
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In ancient times, when maids in thought were pure, 
When eyes were artleſs and the look demure, 
When the wide ruff the well-turn'd neck enclos d, 
And heaving breaſts within the ſtays repos'd, 200 Bl 
When the cloſe hood conceal'd the modeſt ear, | 
Ere black-lead combs diſown'd the virgin's hair ; 
Then in the muff unaCtive fingers lay, 
Nor taught the fan in fickle forms to play. 5 
How are the Sex i improv'd in am'rous arts, 205 4 7 * 
What new- found ſnares they bait for human heart 
When kindling war the ravag'd globe ran o'er, . S 
And fatten'd thirſty plains with human gore, „ 
At firſt, the brandiſh'd arm the jav'lin threw, 
Or ſcent wing'd arrows from the twanging yew ;z 210 4g 
In the bright air the dreadful fauchion ſhone, G 
Or whiſtling ſlings diſmiſs'd th' uncertain ſtone. 
Now men theſe leſs deſtructive arms deſpiſe, 
Wide-waſteful death from thundring cannon flies, . 
One hour with more battalions ſtrows the plain, 215 7 
Than were of yore in weekly battles ſlain. vs 
So love with fatal airs the nymphs ſupplies, 
Her dreſs diſpoſes, and direQs her eyes. 
The boſom now its panting boſom ſhows, x 
Th experienc'd eye reſiſtleſs glances throws 220 
Now vary'd patches wander o'er the face, | 
And ftrike each gazer with a borrow'd grace ; 
The fickle head-dreſs ſinks and now aſpires 
A tow'ry front of lace on branching wares. 5 
The curling hair in tortur'd ringlets flows, 225 
Or round the face in labour d order grows. 7 
How ſhall I ſoar, and on unweary wing 
Trace varying habits upward to their ſpring! 
What force of thought, what numbers can expreſs, 5 
TH inconſtant equipage of female dreſs? 230 
How the ſtrait ſtays the ſlender waſte conſtrain, 2 
How to adjuſt the manteau's ſweeping train? 
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What fancy can the petticoat ſurround, 
With the capacious hoop of whalebone bound? 
But ſtay, preſumptuous Muſe, nor boldly dare 235 
The Toilert's ſacred Myſteries declare; 
et a juſt diſtance be to beauty paid; 
None here muſt enter but the truſty maid. 
4h hould you the wardrobe's magazine rehearſe, 
And gloſſy manteaus ruſtle in thy verſe ; 249 
| 4 Should you the rich brocaded ſuit unfold, 
* Where riſing flow'rs grow ſtiff with froſted gold, 
The dazled Muſe would from her ſubject ſtray, * 
And i in a maze of faſhion loſe her way. 


BOOK II. 


my 


Lympus gates unfold; in heav'ns high towr's 
Appear in council all th' immortal Pow'rs ; 
Great Fove above the reſt exalted fate, 
And in his mind reſolv'd ſucceeding fate, 


3 
3 His awful eye with ray ſuperior ſhone, 
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The thunder-graſping eagle guards his throne ; 
On ſilver clouds the great aſſembly laid, 
The whole creation at one view ſurvey'd. 
But ſee, fair Venus comes in all her ſtate, 
The wanton Loves and Graces round her wait; 
With her looſe robe officious Zephyrs play, 
And ſtrow with odorif rous flowr's the way, 
In her right hand the waves the flutt'ring fan, 
And thus in melting ſounds her ſpeech began. 
30 Aſſembled Pow'rs, who fickle mortals guide, 
Who o'er the ſea, the ſkies and earth preſide, 
Ve fountains whence all human bleſſings flow, 
Who pour your bounties on the world below; 
Bacchus firlt rais'd and prun'd the climbing vine, 19 
And taught the grape to ſtream with gen' rous wine; 
Induſtrious 
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Induſtrious Ceres tam d the ſavage ground, 
And pregnant fields with golden harveſt crown'd ; 
FHlera with bloomy ſweets enrich'd the year, 
And fruitful autumn is Pomona's care. 
I firſt taught woman to ſubdue mankind, 
And all her native charms with dreſs refin'd : 
Celeſtial ſynod this machine furvey, 
That ſhades the face, or bids cool Zephyrs play; 
It conſcious bluſhes on her cheeks ariſe, 
With this ſhe veils them from her lover's eyes; 
No levell'd glance betrays her am'rous heart, 
From the fan's ambuſh ſhe direQs the dart. 
The royal ſcepter ſhines in Fans's hand, 
And twiſted thunder ſpeaks great Fove's command; 
On Pallas arm the Gegen ſhield appears, 
And Neptune's mighty graſp the trident bears; 
Ceres is with the bending fickle feen, 
And the ſtrung bow points out the Cyxtbian Queen; 
Hencetorth the waving fan my hands ſhall grace, 
The waving fan ſupply the ſcepter's place, 
Who ſhall, ye Powers, the forming pencil hold? 
What ſtory ſhall the wide machine unfold ? 
Let Loves and Graces lead the dance around, 
With myrtle wreaths and flow'ry chaplets crown'd ; 
Let Cupid's arrows ſtrow the ſmiling plains 
With unreſifting nymphs and am'rous ſwains : 
May glowing pictures o'er the furface ſhine, 
To melt flow virgins with the warm deſign. 
Diana roſe ; with ſilver creſcent crown'd, 

And fixt her modeſt eyes upon the ground; 
Then with becoming mein {he rais'd her head, 
And thus with gracetul voice the virgin faid, 

| Has woman then forgot all former wiles, 
The watcaful ogle, and delufive ſmiles ? 
Does man againſt her charms too pow'rful prove, 
Or are the Sex grown novices in love ? 
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hy then theſe arms? or why ſhould artful eyes, 
From this ſight ambuſh, conquer by ſurprize ? 
No guilty thought the ſpotleſs virgin knows, 
And o'er her cheeks no conſcious crimſon glows ; 
ince bluſhes then from ſhame alone ariſe, 
Why ſhould we veil them from her lover's eyes? 
Let Cupid rather give up his command, 
And truſt his arrows in a female hand, 

Have not the Gods already cheriſh'd pride, 
and woman with deftruQtive arms ſupply d? 
MWepture on her beſtows his choiceſt ſtores, 

For her the chambers of the deep explores; 
he gaping ſhell its pearly charge reſigns, 
And round her neck the lucid bracelet twines : 
Plutus for her bids earth its wealth unfold, 
Where the warm oar is ripen'd into gold; 

Or where the ruby reddens in the ſoil, 

Y Where the green em'rald pays the ſearchers toil. 
Does not the Di'mond ſparkle in her ear, 
low on her hand, and tremble in her hair? 
1 From the gay nymph the glancing luſtre flies, 
> "ny imitates the lightning of her eyes. 
But yet if Venus wiſhes muſt ſucceed, 
And this fantaſtick engine be decreed, 
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| "7 ay fome chaſte ſtory from the pencil flow, 
Io ſpeak the virgin's joy, and Hymen's woe. 
Niere let the wretched Ariadne ſtand, 
Seduc'd by Theſeus to ſome deſert land, 
4 er locks diſhevell'd waving in the wind, 


The chryſtal tears confeſs her tortur'd mind; 
The perjur d youth unfurls his treach'rous ſails, 
End their white boſoms catch the ſwelling gales. 
Be till, ye winds, ſhe crys, ſtay, Theſeus, ſtay 
But faithleſs Theſeus hears no more than they. 
All deſperate, to ſome craggy cliff ſhe flies, 
And (preads a well-known ſignal in the ſkies; 
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His leſs'ning veſſel plows the foamy main, 

She ſighs, ſhe calls, ſhe waves the ſign in vain. 
Paint Dido there amidſt her laſt diſtreſs, 

Pale cheeks and blood - not eyes her grief expreſs : 

Deep in her breaſt the reeking ſword is drown'd, 


Her ſiſter Auna hov'ring o'er her ſtands, 
Accuſes heav'n with lifted eyes and hands, 


And guſhing blood ſtreams purple from the wound ; 1 
# 


Upbraids the Trojan with repeated cries, 4 


And mixes curſes with her broken ſighs. 
View this, ye maids ; and then each ſwain believe ; 


They're Trojans all, and vow but to deceive. 


Here draw OEnone 1n the lonely grove, 10 


Where Paris firſt betray'd her into love ; 

Let wither'd garlands hang on every bough, 
Which the falſe youth wove for OEuone's brow, 

T he garlands loſe their ſweets, their pride is ſhed, 


And like their odours all his vows are fled ; 1 


On her fair arm her penſive head ſhe lays, 

And Xanthxs' waves with mournful look ſurveys ; 
That flood which witneſs'd his inconſtant flame, 
When thus he ſwore and won the yielding dame : 


Theſe ſtreams ſhall ſooner to their fountain move, 1128 


Than ¶ forget my dear OEnone's love. 


Roll back, ye ſtreams, back to your fountain run, 


Paris is falſe, OEnone is undone. 
Ah wretched maid ! think how the moments flew, 


Ere you the pangs of this curs'd paſſion knew, 1 
When groves could pleaſe, and when you lov'd the Plain [ | 


Without the preſence of your perjur'd ſwain. 


Thus may the nymph, whene'er ſhe ſpreads the fan, 3 J 


In his true colours view perfidious man, 


Pleas d with her virgin ſtate in ſoreſts rove, = 


And never truſt the dang'rous hopes of love. 
The Goddeſs ended. Merry Momus roſe, 
With ſmiles and grins he waggiſh glances throws, 


x 
* * 


Tue 4 


94 


4 ® And by your own examples teach the fair. 
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8 


3 ; | See, to his ſoft embraces how the ſteals, 
And on his lips her warm careſſes ſeals, 


1 No more her hand the glitt'ring Jav'lin holds, 


i, 


Her naked boſom wanton treſſes grace, 


The 
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Then with a noiſte laugh foreſtals his joke, 
© Mirth flaſhes from his eyes while thus he ſpoke. 
Rather let heav'nly deeds be painted there, 


25 


130 


* Leſt chaſt Diana on the piece be ſeen, 

And the bright creſcent own the Cynthian Queen; 
On Latmo top ſee young Endymion lies, 

eign'd ſleep hath clos'd the bloomy lover's eyes, 


135 


But round his neck her eager arms ſhe folds. 
Why are our ſecrets by our bluthes ſhown ? 
Virgins are virgins ſtill while tis unknown. 


140 


Here let her on ſome flow'ry bank be laid, 
Where meeting beeches weave a grateful ſhade, 


Y And glowing expectation paints her face, 
0 er her fair limbs a thin looſe veil is ſpread, 


*X See Cephalus her wanton airs deſpiſe, 


Stand off, ye ſhepherds ; fear Acton head; 


Let vig'rous Pan th' unguarded minute ſine, 
And in a ſhaggy coat the virgin pleaſe. 

Why are our ſecrets by our bluſhes ſhown ? 

# Virgins are viigins ſtill — while 'tis unknown. 


There with juſt warmth Aurora's paſſion trace, 
Let ſpreading crimſon ſtain her virgin face ; 


Wi 


„ While ſhe provokes him with deſiring eyes; 


To raiſe his paſſion ſhe diſplays her charms, 

His modeft hand upon her boſom warms ; 

Nor looks, nor pray'rs, nor force his heart perſuade, 

But with diſdain he quits the roſie maid. 10) 
Here let diſſolving Leda grace the toy, 

Warm cheeks and heavin g breaſts reveal her joy; 

Beneath the preſſing fwan the pants for air, 

While with his flutt'ring wings he fans the fair. 

There let all-conqu'ring go d exert its pow'r, 165 

And ſoſten Dauae in a glitt ring ſhow, 


Would 
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Would you warn beauty not to cheriſh pride, 
Nor vainly in the treach'rous bloom confide, 
On the machine the ſage Minerva place, þ 
With lineaments of wiſdom mark her face; 170 
See, where ſhe lies near ſome tranſparent flood, 2 
And with her pipe chears the reſounding wood: 
Her image in the floating glaſs ſhe ſpies, = 
£ Her bloated cheeks, worn lips, and ſhrivell'd eyes; 4 i 
| She breaks the guiltleſs pipe, and with diſdain . 75 3] 
Its ſhatter'd ruins flings upon the plain. | 
With the loud reed no more her cheek ſhall ſwell, 
What, ſpoil her face! no. Warbling ſtrains farewel. 
Shall arts, ſhall ſciences employ the fair ? 

Thoſe trifles are beneath Minerwa's care. 180 

From Venus let her learn the married life, 

And all the virtuous duties of a wife. | 
Here on acouch extend the Cyprian dame, | | 
Let her eye ſparkle with the growing flame; .-" 
The God of war within her clinging arms, 188 
Sinks on her lips, and kindles all her charms. 
Paint limping Vulcan with a huſband's care, 28 
And let his brow the cuckold 's honours wear ; 17 
Beneath the net the captive lovers place, 46 
Their limbs entangled in a cloſe embrace. 190 
Let theſe amours adorn the new machine, 
nd female nature on the piece be ſeen ; 
30 ſhall the fair, as long as fans ſhall laſt, 
Learn from your bright examples to be chaſt. 
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HUS Momus ſpoke. When ſage Minerva roſe, be 


From her ſweet lips ſmooth elocution flows, '# 

Her ſkilful hand an ivy pallet grac'd, | 8 
1 

Where ſhining colours were in order plac'd. br; 
As Gods are bleſs'd with a ſuperior ſkill, 5 8 
3% 


And, ſwift as mortal thought, perform their will, 8 
Strait 


9 Ne FAN. 27 
W Strait ſhe acids by her art divine, 

To bid the paint expreſs her great deſign. ; 
Tu aſſembled Pow'rs conſent.” She now began, 
And her creating pencil ſtain'd the fan. 10 


| 45 O er the fair field, trees ſpread, and rivers flow, 
Tors rear their Heads, and diſtant mountains grow; 


Life ſeems to move within the glowing veins, 
And in each face ſome lively paſſion reigns. 8 
| XZ Thus have I ſeen woods, hills, and dales appear, 15 


Flocks graze the plains,” birds wing the filent air 
In darken'd rooms, where light can only paſs 


Through the ſmall circle of 'a convex glaſs; 


On the white ſheet the moving figures riſe, - 
Phe foreſt waves, clouds float along the ſkies. 20 
2X <&he various fables on the piece deſign'd, 

| 3 That ſpoke the follies of the female kind. 

The fate of pride in Niobe ſhe drew: 
q Be wiſe,” ye nymphs, that ſcornful vice ſubdue. c 
In a wide plain th' imperious mother ſtood, 25 


"ID * Whoſe diſtant bounds roſe in a winding = BOY 
D pon her ſhoulder flows her mantling hair, 
Pride marks her brow, and elevates her air ; ; 


A purple robe behind her ſweeps the ground, 

= Whoſe ſpacious border golden'flow'rs ſurround: 30 
She made Latona's altars ceaſe to flame, 

And of due honours robb'd her ſacred name, 

X To her own charms ſhe bade freſh incenſe riſe, 
And adoration own her brighter eyes. | 
=X Sev'n daughters from her fruitful loins were born, 35 
Sev'n graceful ſons her nuptial bed adorn, ; 
Who for a mother's arrogant diſdain, 

Were by Latona's double « oftspring ſlain. 

Here Phebus his unerring arrow drew, — 
And from his riſing ſteed her firſt born threw, 42 
His op'ning fingers ; drop the ſlacken d rein, 

And the pale corſe falls headlong to the plain, 


2 Deneath 
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Beneath her pencil here two wreſtlers bend, 
See, to the graſp their ſwelling nerves diſtend, 
Diana's arrow joins them face to face, 

And death unites them in a ſtrict embrace. 
Another here flies trembling o'er the plain ; 


When heav'n purſues we ſhun the ſtroke in vain. 


This lifts his ſupplicating hands and eyes, 
And 'midſt his humble adoration dies. 

As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart, 

A ſurer weapon ſtrikes his throbbing heart : 
While that to raiſe his wounded brother tries, 


Death blaſts his bloom, and locks his frozen eyes. 


The tender ſiſters bath'd in grief appear, 
With ſable garments and diſhevell'd hair, 
And o'er their gaſping brothers weeping ſtood ; 
Some with their treſſes ſtopp'd the guſhing blood, 
They ftrive to ſtay the fleeting life too late, 

And in the pious action ſhare their fate. 

Now the proud dame o'ercome by trembling fear, 
With her wide robe protects her only care; 

To fave her only care in vain ſhe tries, 

Cloſe at her feet the lateſt victim dies. 

Down her fair cheek the trickling forrow flows, 
Like dewy ſpangles on the bluſhing role, 

Fixt in aſtoniſhment ſhe weeping ſtood, 

The plain all purple with her children's blood ; 
She ſtiffens with her woes: no more her hair 

In eaſie ringlets wantons in the air; 

Motion forlakes her eyes, her veins are dry'd, 

And beat no longer with the ſanguine tide; 

All life is fled, firm marble now ſhe grows, 
Wich till in tears the mother's anguiſh ſhows. 

Ye haughty fair, your painted fans diſplay, 

And the juſt tate of lofty pride ſurvey ; 
Though lovers oft extol your beauty's pow'r, 
And in celeſtial ſimiles adore, 
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Lee from your features Cupid borrows arms, 
And Goddeſſes confeſs inferior charms, 80 
Do not, vain maid, the flatt'ring tale believe, 
Alike thy lovers and thy glaſs deceive. 
4 = Here lively colours Procris' paſſion tell, 
EW ho to her jealous fears a victim fell. 
Here kneels the trembling hunter o'er his wife, 8g 
Who rolls her ſick'ning eyes, and gaſps ior liſe; 
Her drooping head upon her ſhoulder lies, 
And purple gore her ſhowy boſom dies. 
What guilt, what horror on his ſace appears! 
See, his red eye-lid ſeems to ſwell with tears, 90 
With agony his wringing ..ands he ſtrains, 
And ſtrong convulſions ftretch his branching veins. 
Learn hence, ye wives; bid vain ſuſpicion ceaſe, 
Loſe not in ſullen diſcontent your peace. 
For when fierce love to jealouſie ferments, 95 
thouſand doubts and fears the foul invents, 
o more the days in pleaſing converſe flow, 
nd nights no more their ſoft endearments know. 
There on the piece the Volſcian Queen expir'd, 
he love of ſpoils her female boſom fir'd; 100 
Gay Chloreus arms attract her longing eyes, 
1 8 And for the painted plume and helm ſhe ſighs; 
Fearleſs ſhe follows, bent on gaudy prey, 
Till an ill-fated dart obſtruQts her way; 
5 Porn drops the martial maid; the bloody ground rog 
> **RXFloats with a torrent from the purple wound. 
Erbe mournful nymphs her drooping head ſuſtain, 
J And try to ſtop the guſhing life in vain. 
2X Thus the raw maid ſome tawdry coat furveys, 
is Where the fop's fancy in embroid'ry plays ; 110 
His ſnowy feather edg'd with crimſon dyes, 
| And his bright ſword-knot lure her wand'ring eyes; 
F ring'd gloves and gold brocade conſpire to move, 
© Till the nymph falls a ſacrifice to love. 
© Ki Here 
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And the pleas d image ſtrives to meet his arms. 


_ Himſelf alone the fooliſh youth bes, 
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Here young Narciſſus o'er the fountain ſtood, 115 
And'viewd his image in the cryſtal flood ; 
The cryttal flood reflects his lovely charms, 


No nymph his unexperienc'd breaſt ſubdu d, "I 
1cche in vain the flying boy. purſu'd, | 120 


And with fond look the ſmiling; ſhade defires : 
Oer the ſinooth lake with fruitleſs tears he grieves, 
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His ſpreading fingers ſhoot in verdant leaves, + 
6 |. hrough his pale veins green ſap now gently flows, 12; 
And in a ſhort-liv'd flow'r his beauty blows. = 
Let vain. Narciſſus warn each female breaſt, 8 
'That beauty's but a tranſient good at beſt. 4 
Like flow'rs it withers with th' advancing year, 28 
And age like winter robs the blooming faire. 130 
Oh Araminta, ceaſe thy wonted pride, ... T 


Nor. longer in thy faithleſs charms confide ; 
Ev'n while the glaſs reflects thy ſparkling — 
Their luſtre and thy roſie colour flies! I 's 5 / 

Thus on the fan the breathing figures "Oy 
And all the pow'rs applaud the wiſe deſign. 
'The Cyprian Queen the. painted gift receives, 

And with a grateful bow the ſynod leaves. 

To the low world ſhe bends her ſteepy way, 1 
Where Strephon paſs d the ſolitary day ; 1 40 
She found him in a melancholy grove, ©: 
His down-calt eyes betray'd deſponding love, 
The wounded bark confeſs d his ſighted flame, 
And ev'ry tree bore falſe Corinnas name; 1 
In a cool ſhade he lay with folded arms, 145 
Curſes his fortune, and upbraids her charms, * 
When Venus to his wond' ring eyes appears, 

And with theſe words relieves his am'rous cares. 

Riſe, happy youth, this bright machine ſurvey, {IF 

Whoſe rattling ſticks 5 my buſie fingers ſway, +. 1 Fo 3 
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f This preſent ſhall thy cruel charmer move, 

= And in her fickle boſom kindle love. 

S The fan ſhall flutter in all female hands, 

13S And various faſhions learn ſrom various lands. 

por this, ſhall elephants their iv'ry ſhed ; 155 
3 poliſh'd ſticks the waving engine ſpread : 

i clouded mail the tortoiſe ſhall reſign, 

And round the rivet pearly circles ſhine. 

I On this ſhall Indians all their art employ, 

And with bright colours ſtain the gaudy toy; 160 
Their paint ſhall here in wildeſt fancies flow, 

Their dreſs, their cuſtoms, their religion thow, 

So ſhall the Britiſb fair their minds improve, 

And on the fan to diſtant climates rove. 

Here China's ladies ſhall their pride diſplay, 165 
And ſilver figures gild their looſe array; 

This boaſts her little feet and winking eyes,; 

Wi, That tunes the fife, or tinkling cymbal plies : 

Here croſs leg'd nobles in rich ſtate ſhall dine, 

3 There in bright mail diſtorted heroes ſhine. 170 
The peeping fan in modern times {hall riſe, 
Through which unſeen the female ogle ſlies; 
This ſhall in temples the fly maid conceal, 

And ſhelter love beneath devotion's veil. 

== Gay France ſhall make the fan her artiſt's care, 17 
And with the coſtly trinket arm the fair. 
As learned Orators that touch the heart, 
Wich various action raiſe their ſoothing art, 
Boch head and hand affect the liſt'ning throng, 
And humour each expreſſion of the tongue. 180 
7 So ſhall each paſſion by the fan be ſeen, 

From noiſie anger to the ſullen ſpleen. 

x While Venus ſpoke, Joy ſhone in Szrephon's cyes, 
Proud of the gift, he to Corinna flies. 

But Cupid (who delights in am'rous ill, is; 
Wounds hearts, and leaves them to a woman's will 
C4 Wich 
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With certain atm a golden arrow drew, 
Which to Leander's panting boſom flew : 
Leander lov'd ; and to the ſprightly dame 
In gentle ſighs reveal'd his growing flame; 
Sweet ſmiles Corinna to his ſighs returns, 
And for the fop in equal paſſion burns. 
Lo Strephon comes! and with a ſuppliant bow, 
Offers the preſent, and renews his vow. 
When ſhe the fate of Miobe beheld, 
Why has my pride againſt my heart rebell'd ? 
She fighing cry'd : Diſdain forſook her breaft, 
And Srrephon now was thought a worthy gueſt. 
In Procris boſom when ſhe ſaw the dart; 
ae juſtly blames her own ſuſpicious heart, 
Imputes her diſcontent to jealous fear, | 
And knows her Strepher's conſtancy ſincere. 
When on Camilla's fate her eye ſhe turns, 
No more for ſhow and equipage ſhe burns; 
Sue learns Leander's paſſion to defpile, 
And looks on merit with diſcerning eyes. 
Narciſjus change to the vain virgin ſhows, 
Vi ho truſts to beauty, truſts the fading roſe. 
Youth ſlies apace, with youth your beauty flies, 
Love then, ye virgins, ere the bloſſom dies. 


Thus Pallas taught her. Strepbon weds the dame, | F 


And Ihnen torch diifus d the brighteſt flame. 
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REAT marvel hath it been, (and that not unwor- 

F thily, to diverſe worthy wits, that in this our Hand 
2» Britain, in all rare ſciences ſo greatly abounding, more 
Pri in all kinds of Poefie highly AHouriſb ing, no Poet 
F{:hough otherways of notable cunning in roundelays) hath 
Bis on the right ſimple Eclogue after the true ancient gnije of 
b FT heocritu s, before this mine attempt. 
>= Other Poet travelling in this plain high-way of Paſ toral 
4 now I none. Yet, certes, ſuch it behoveth a Paſtoral to 
be, as nature in the country affordeth ; and the manners alſo 
Emeetly copied from the ruſtical folk therein. In this alſo my 
AY love to my native country Britain much pricketh me forward, 
o deſcribe aright the manners of our own honeſt and labo- 
ious plough-men, in no wiſe ſure more unworthy a Rritiſh 
Tub, imitation, than thoſe of Sicily or Arcadie ; al/bcit, 
not ignorant I am, what a rout and rabblement of cr n 
2 bath been made of late days by certain young 


men of infipid delicacy, concerning, J awift not what, Gol- 
den Age, and other outragions conceits, to which they 


© would confine Paſtoral. Whereof, I awvow, I account 
; = at all, knowing no age ſo juſtly to be inſliled Golden, 
4 this of our Sovereign Lady Queen ANNE. 
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This idle trumpery (only fit for ſchools and ſchool-boys) uu- 
to that ancient Dorick Shepherd T heocritus, or his mates, 
was never known ; he rightly, throughout his fifth Idyll, 
maketh his louts give fout language, and behold their goat: i 
at rut in all ſi lei. 
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Ferily, as little pleaſance receiveth à true homebred tai 
from all the fine finical new-fangled fooleries of this gay Go- 3 4 
thic garniture, wherewith they ſo nicely bedeck their court 1 1 
cloxons, or clown courtiers, (for, which to call them right- 
ly, I wot nat) as would a prudent citizen journeying to his 
country farms, ſhould he find them occupied by people of this Wi 
motly make, inſtead of plain downright hearty cleanly fols, 
fuch as be nx tenants to the Burgeſſes of this realme. ; 

Furthermore, it is my purpoſe, gentle reader, to ſet before 
thee, as it were a picture, or rather lively landſcape of thy i 
don country, juſt as thou mighteſt ſee it, dideſt thou take a 0) 
walk into the fields at the proper ſeaſon : even as Maiſter 
Alilton hath elegantly ſet forth the ſame. 


As one who long in populous city pent, Ke 
Where houſes thick and ſewers annoy the aire, 3 
Forth iſſuing on a ſummer's morn to breathe 
Among the pleaſant villages and farms 

Adjoin'd, from each thing met conceives delight; 
"The ſmell of grain or tedded graſs or kine 

Or dairie, eaci rural fight, each rural ſound. 


Thou wilt not find my ſhepherdeſſes idly piping on oalen 
reeds, but milking the kine, tying up the ſheaves, or if the 
bogs are aſtray driving them to their flyes. My ſhepherd 

athereth none other neſeguys but what are the growth of 


wr con fields, be ſleepeth not under myrtle ſhades, but under 
a |: £476 
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«- is heder, nor doth he wigilantly defend his flocks from 
es, ; uokves, becauſe there are none, as maiſter Spencer well 
ll, ½vetb. a 

11 


Well is known that ſince the Saxon King 
Never was wolf ſeen, many or ſome 
Nor in all Kent nor in chriſtendom. 


For as much, as I have mentioned maiſter Spencer, 
Tj bothly I muſt_acknowledge him a bard of ſeueeteſt memorial. 
Ni: hath his ſhepherd's boy at ſome times raiſed his ruſtick 
Fed to rhimes more rumbling than rural. Diverſe grave 
oe ints alſo hath he handled of churchly matter and doubts 
religion daily ariſing, to great clerks only appertaining. 


„at liketh me beſt are his names, indeed right ſimple and 
lt A net for the country, ſuch as Lobbin, Cuddy, Hobbinol, 


iggon, and others, ſome of which I have made bold ty 
> , porrow. Moreover, as be called his Eclogues, the ſhep- 
ercd's calendar, and divided the ſame into the twelve 
a robs, I have choſen (peradventure not over raſbly) te 
ane mine by the days of the week, emitting Sunday or the 
W8abbath, ours being_ſuppoſed to be chriſtian ſhepherds, and 
& to be then at church worſhip. Yet further of many of mai- 
1 er Spencer's Eclagues it may be obſerved; though months 
* be called, of the ſaid months therein, no thing i is ſpecifi- 
bed; wherein I hade alſo eſteemed him worthy mine imita- 
2 79n. 

= That principally, courteous reader, whereof I would have 
ie to be advertiſed, (ſeeing I depart from the wulear uſage) 
Ws touching the language of my ſhepherds; which 6 is, ſoothly 
Wo /ay, ſuch as is neither ſpoken by the country maiden or the 
Wcorr!ly dame ; nay, not only ſuch as in the preſent times is 
2 ntlered, tut Was never uttered in times paſt; and, if 
judge aright, will never be uttered in times future. It 
bac: ng tro much of the country to be fit for the court, too 
ue of tle court ta be fit for the country ; too much of the 
lauguage 
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language of old times to be fit for the preſent ; too much off 1 
preſent to have been fit for the old, and too much of both tn if 
fit for any time to come. Granted alſo it is, that in thin 2 
e, I ſeem unto myſelf, as a London maſon, uh 
calculateth his work for a term of years, when he hui lil 43 N 
with old materials upon a ground-rent that is not his . 
which ſoon turneth to rubbiſh and ruins. For this point, n 0. 4 
reaſon can I alledge, only deep learned enſamples having 1 8 
me thereunto. E F 
But here again, mach alles ariſeth in me, from i 4 
bopes, in that I conceive, when theſe words in the courſe oj) 
tranſitory things ſhall decay, it may þ hap, in neet na A 
that ſome lover of Simplicity ſhall ariſe, who ſhall have 8 
bardineſs to render theſe mine Eclogues into fuch more m. 1 
dern dialect as ſball be then underſtood, to which end, glaſa 
and explications of , uncouth paſtoral terms are annexed. = 
Gentle reader, turn over the leaf, and entertain thyſelil 2 
awith the proſpect of thine own country, limned by the pain 3 
4 ul hand of a 


Thy Loving Countryman, 


TOHN G 
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PROLOGUE 
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| Lord Fiſcount BoLinzroKs. 
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0 I who erſt bene a tree 
3 Sung Bumkinet and Bowgibee, 
4 1 nd Blougelind and Marian bright, 
3 apron blue or apron white, 

ow write my ſonnets in a book, 
215. 9 or my good lord of Bolinbroke. 
As lads and laſſes ſtood around 
Vo hear my boxen haut-boy ſound, 
ZDur Cl:rk came poſting o'er the green 
Wich doletul tidings of the Queen; 
+ hat Queen, he ſaid, to whom we owe. 
Dweet Peace that lakes riches flow ; 
That Queen who eas'd our tax of late, 
Was dead, alas! — and lay i in ſtate. 
At this, in tears was Cic'ly ſeen 
Buxoma tore her pinners clean, 
In doletul dumps ſtood ev'ry clown, 
4 The parſon rent his band and gown. 
For me, when as I heard that death 
: Had ſnatch'd Queen ANNE to Elizabeth, 


-U broke my reed, and ſighing ſwore 
8 | 10 weep for Blouzelind no more. 
Waile thus we ftood as in a ſtound, 
And wet with tears, like dew, the ground, 
Full ſoon by bonfire and by bell 
We learnt our Liege was paſſing well. 
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A ſkilful leach (ſo God him ſpeed) 
They faid had wrought this bleſſed deed, 
This ach Arbuthnot was yclept, 
Who many a night not once had ſlept ; 
But watch'd our gracious Sov'raign ſtill: 
For who can reſt when ſhe was ill? 
Oh, mayſt thou henceforth ſweetly ſleep! 
Sheer, ſwains, oh ſheer your ſofteſt ſheep 
To ſwell his couch; for well I ween, 
He fav'd the realm who fav'd the Queen. 
Quoth I, pleaſe God, T'lt hye with glee 
To court, this Arbuthnot to ſee. 
I fold my ſheep and lambkins too, 
For ſilver loops and garment blue: 
My boxen haut-boy ſweet of found, 
For lace that edg'd mine hat around ; 
For Lightfoot and my ſcrip I got 
A gorgeous ſword, and eke a knot. 
So forth I far d to court with ſpeed, 
Of ſoldier's drum withouten dreed ; 
For peace allays the ſhepherd's fear. 
Of wearing cap of Grenadier. In 
There ſaw I ladies all a-ro].-. Al 
Before their Queen in ſeemly ſhow. A: 
No more PT ll fing Buxoma brown, 


Like goldfinch in her Sunday gown ; Bi 
Nor Clumfilis, nor Marian bright, J 
Nor damſel that Habnelia hight. N 
But Lanſdown freſh as flow'r of May, K. 
And Berkeley lady blithe and gay, 5 >! 
And Angleſey whoſe ſpeech exceeds - 0 
The voice of pipe, or oaten reeds ; *. 
And blooming Hyde, with eyes fo rare, In 
And Montagu beyond compare. 1 


Such ladies fair wou'd I depaint 


Iv roundelay or ſonnet quaint. 
There 


PRO LOG UE. 


There many a worthy wight Tve ſeen 
n ribbon blue and ribbon green 
s Oxford who a wand doth bear, 
ike Moſes in our Bibles fair; 
ho for our traffick forms defi igns, 
nd gives to Britain Indian mines. 
ow, ſhepherds, clip your fleecy care, 
e maids, your ſpinning-wheels prepare, 
e weavers, all your ſhuttles throw, 
nd bid broad-cloaths and ſerges grow, 
or trading free ſhall thrive again, 
(or leaſings leud affright the ſwain. 
There ſaw 1 Sr. Jabn, ſweet of mein, 
Pull ſtedfaſt both to Church and Queen. 
With whoſe fair name Ill deck my ſtrain, 
, Jobn right courteous to the ſwain ; 
For thus he told me on a day, 
Þ rim are thy ſonnets, gentle Gay, 
And certes, mirth it were to ſee 
hy joyous madrigals twice three, 
ith preface meet, and notes profound, 
mprinted fair, and well y-bound. 
All ſuddenly then home I ſped, 

nd did ev'n as my Lord had faid. 

Lo here thou haſt mine Eclogues fair, 

But let not theſe detain thine ear. 
Let not th' affairs of States and Kings 
Wait, while our Bowwzybeus (ings. 
Rather than verſe of ſimple ſwain 
Phould ſtay the trade of France or Spain, 
K. for the plaint of Parſon's maid, 
Lon' Emp'ror's packets be delay'd; 

In ſooth, I ſwear by holy Paul, 

Tu burn book, preface, notes and all. 


* 
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This riſing rear betokeneth well thy mind, 


F 
| 5, Os. tus 


SS D 
Labin Clout, Cuddy Cloddrpele. Wo 


LOBBIN CLOUT. 
HY younglings, Cuddy, are but juſt awake, 
No thruſtles ſhrill the bramble-buſh forſake, 
No chirping lark the welkin ſheen invokes, 
No damſel yet the ſwelling udder ſtrokes ; 
O'er yonder hill does ſcant the dawn appear, 
Then why does Cuddy leave his cott ſo rear? 
eee eee 
Ah Loalbin Clout ! Iween, my plight is gueſt, 
For he that loves, a firanger is to reſt ; 
If ſwains belye not, thou haſt prov'd the mart, 
And Blouzelinda's miſtreſs of thy heart. 


Thoſe arms are folded for thy Blouzelind. 
And well, I trow, our piteous plights agree, 
Thee Blouzelinda {mites, Buxoma me. 


Line 3. Welkin the ſame as Welken, an old Saxon wii 
ſigniſying a Cloud; by poetical licence it is {ll 
quently taken for the Element or Sky, as Mm 
appear by this verſe in the Dream of ChaucF 
Nein all the Welkin was no Cloud. 
Sheen or Shine, an old word for ſhining or bright 
5. Scant, uſed in ancient Britiſh authors for ſcarce. | 
6. Rear, an expreſſion in ſeveral counties of England 
. _ forearly in the morning. 
7. To ween, derived from the Saxon, ta think * 
conceive. 
'L03 
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LOBBINCLOUT. 
Ah Blouzelind! I love thee more by half, 


oe worth the tongue] may blifters ſore it gall, 

That names Buxoma, Blougelind withal. 
e 

Hold, witleſs Libbin Clout, I thee adviſe, 

Welt bliſters ſore on thy own tongue ariſe, 

Jo yonder Claddipole, the blithſome ſwain, 

he wiſeſt lout of all the neighbouring plain! 

rom Cloddipole we learnt to read the ſkies, 

o know when -hail will fall, or winds ariſe. 

Ne taught us erſt the heifer's tail to view, 

ben ſtuck aloft, that ſhow'rs would ſtrait enſue ; 

He firſt that uſeful ſecret did explain, 

W hat pricking corns ſoretold the gath'ring rain. 

BV hen ſwallows fleet ſoar high and ſport in air, 

He told us that the welkin would. be clear. 

et Cloddipole then near us twain rehearſe, 

und praiſe his ſweetheart in alternate verſe. 

11 wager this ſame oaken ſtaff with thee, 

That e ſhall give the prize to me. 

LOBBINCLOUT. 

See this tobacco-pouch that's lin'd with hair, 

Made of the ſkin of ſleekeſt fallow deer. . 

: his pouch that's ty'd with tape of reddeſt hue, 

ll wager that the prize ſhall be my due. 
| CUDDY. 

Begin thy carrols then, thou vaunting ſlouch, 

Ze thine the oaken ſtaff, or mine the pouch. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 

My Blouzelinda is the blitheſt laſs, 

han PR ; or the eee 


1 
| 


el. #3 


time ago or formerly. 


Than Does tneir fawns, or cows the new-fall'n calf : 


25 


30 


35 


40 


Line 25. Erſt, 4 contradtion of ere this, it fgnifies ſome- 


Fair. 
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Fair is the king-cup that in meadow blows, 

Fair is the daiſie that beſide her grows, 

Fair is the gillyflow', of gardens ſweet, 

Fair is the marygold, for pottage meet. 

But Blougelind's than gillyflow'r more fair, 

Than daiſie, marygold, or king-cup rare. 
CUDDY. 

My brown Buxoma is the feateſt maid, 
That e'er at Wake delightſome gambol play d. 
Clean as young lambkins or the gooſe's down, 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown. 
The witleſs lamb may ſport upon the plain, 
The friſking kid delight the gaping ſwain, 
The wanton calf may ſkip with many a bound, 
And my cur Tray play defteſt feats around: 
But neither lamb nor kid, nor calf nor Tray, 
Dance like Buxoma on the firſt of May. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 

Sweet is my toil when Blougelind is near, 

Of her bereft *tis winter all the year. 
With her no ſultry ſummer's heat I know; 
In winter, when ſhe's nigh, with love I glow. 
Come Blzelinda, eaſe thy ſwain's deſire, 
My ſummer's ſhadow and my winter's fire ! 
CUDDY, 

As with Buxoma once I work'd at hay, 

Ev'n noon-tide labour ſeem'd an holiday ; 
And holidays, if haply ſhe were gone, 

Like worky-days I wilk'd would ſoon be done. 
Eftſoons, O ſweet-heart kind, my love repay, 
And a:l the year ſhall then be holiday. 
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Line 56. Deft, an ol 2vord fignifying briſk or nimble. BR 
Efifoons from eft an ancient Britiſh word ſigni- 
Hint loon. So that eſtſoons is a doubling f 1 
the word ſoon, which is, as it were, to 9 
twice joon, or very ſoon. | 


— 
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LOBBINCLOUT. 
As Blouzelinda in a gameſome mood 
ehind a haycock loudly laughing ſtood, 
lily ran, and ſnatch'd a haſty kiſs, 
e wip'd her lips, nor took it much amiſs. 
Welieve me, Cuddy, while I'm bold to ſay 75 
Wer breath was ſweeter than the ripen'd hay. 
. CUDDY. 
As my Buxoma in a morning fair, 
With gentle finger ſtroak'd her milky care, 
Wqueintly ſtole a kiſs ; at firſt, tis true 
e frown'd, yet after granted one or two. 
Bobbin, 1 ſwear, believe who will my vows, 
er breath by far excell'd the breathing cows. 
5 LOBBINCLOUT. 
= Leek to the Welch, to Dutchmen butter's dear, 
Df Iriſb ſwains potatoe is the chear ; 
ats for their feaſts, the Scottiſh ſhepherds _ 85 
Reet turnips are the food of Blouzelind. 
my Fhile ſhe loves turnips butter I'Il deſpiſe, 
Mor leeks nor oatmeal nor potatoe prize. 


4; 


Wine 79. Queint has various cop; in the ancient 
; Engliſh authors. ave uſed it in this place 
in the ſame ſenſe as ek hath dane in his 
i Miller's Tale. As Clerkes being full ſubtle 
65 and queint, (by which he means arch or wag- 
. giſh) and not in that obſcene fenſe wherein be 
4, 9685 it in the line immediately following. 
$3. Populus Alcide gratiſſima, vitis Iaccho, 
Formoſe Myrtus Veneri, ſua Laurea Phabo. 
Phillis amat Corylos. Illas dum Phillis amabit, 
Nec Myrtus wincet Corylas nec Laurea Phebi, Cc. 
. Virg. 
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CUDDY. 

In good roaſt-beef my landlord ſticks his knife, | 

The capon fat delights his dainty wife, go 

Pudding our Parſon eats, the Squire loves hare, 

But white-pot thick is my Buxoma's fare, 

While ſhe loves white-pot, capon ne'er ſhall be, 

Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me. 
LOBBINCLOUT.. 

As once play'd at Blindman's-buff, it hapt 

About my eyes the towel thick was wrapt. 

[ miſs'd the ſwains, and ſeiz d on Bhuzelind ; 

True ſpeaks that ancient proverb, Leve is blind. 


"CUPSDT. 
As at Hot-Cockles once I laid me down, 


And felt the weighty hand of 'many a clown, 
Buxoma gave a gentle tap, and I 
Quick roſe, and read foft miſchief in her eye. 
LZUFBIN CLOUT. 
On two near elms, the ſlacken'd cord I hung, 
Now high, now low my Blouzelinda ſwung. 
With the rude wind her rumpled garment roſe, 
And ſhow'd her taper leg, and ſcarlet hoſe. 
Acroſs the fallen oak the plank J laid, 
And myſelf pois'd againſt the tott'ring maid, 
High leapt the plank ; adown Buxoma fell ; 
I ſpyd-----but faithful ſweethearts never tell, 
LOBBIN-CLOUT.- 
This riddle, Cuddy, if thou canſt, ee 
This wily riddle puzzles ev'ry ſwain. | 
* What flow'r is that which bears the Virgin 5 name, 
The richeſt metal Joined with the ſame E 
„ a oo way | 
Anſwer, thou Carle, and judge this riddle right, 
I'll frai.z!y own thee for a cunning wight. 5 


* Maryguk!. 


R „ ®7 . = 
- 
I" 


909 


Whet flow'r is that which royal honour craves, 
(djoin the Virgin, and 4 flrown on graves. 
. CLODDIPOLE. 

Forbear, contending louts, give o'er your ſtrains, ' 
n oaken ſtaff each merits for his pains. © 120 
ut ſee the ſun-beams bright to labour warn, 
nd gild the thatch of goodman Hodges barn. 
our herds for want of water ſtand adry, 

: hey re weary of your 5 ſo am . 
＋ 


0 


; ine 117. Dic quibus i in terris inſcripti nomina Rares 
5 Naſcantur Flores. Virg. I Roſemary. 
120. Et vitula tu dignus & hic. Virg. 
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MARI AN. 
OUNG Colin Clout, a lad of peerleſs meed, 


I Full well could dance, and deftly tune the reed; 
By ry wood his carols ſweet were known, 

ev ry wake his nimble feats were ſhown. 
ben in the ring the ruſtick routs he threw, 5 
e damſels pleaſures with his conqueſts grew; 
when aſlant the cudgel threats his head, 
Ws danger ſmites the breaſt of ev'ry maid, 
8 t chief of Marian. Marian lov'd the ſwain, 
The Parſon's maid, and neateſt of the plain. 10 
ſarian that foft could ſtroke the udder'd cow, 
lefſen with her ſieve the barly mow ; 
arbled with ſage the hard'ning cheeſe ſhe preſs d, 
d yellow butter Marian's (kill confeſsd; 
It Marian now devoid of country cares, 15 


or yellow butter nor ſage cheeſe prepares. 


ll 


ht, | 
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For 
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For yearning love the witleſs maid employs, | 
And Love, ſay ſwains, all bufie beed deſtroys. | 
Colin makes mock at all her piteous ſmart, 
Alas that Cic'ly hight, had won his heart, ” } 
Cicly the weſtern laſs that tends the kee, ] 
The rival of the Parſon's maid was ſhe. | 
In dreary ſhade no Marian lyes along, | 
And mixt with ſighs thus wails in plaining ſong. 

Ah woful day! ah woful noon and morn! | 
When firſt by thee my younglings white were ſnom 1 
Then firſt, I ween, I caſt a lover's eye, 3 
My ſheep were filly, but more filly I. / 
Beneath the ſhears they felt no laſting ſmart, \ 
They loſt but fleeces while I loſt a heart. | 

Ah Colin! canſt thou leave thy Sweetheart true! Þ/ 
What I have done for thee will Cic'ly do? 2 / 
Will the thy linen waſh or hoſen darn, 8 
And knit thee gloves made of her own-ſpun yarn? : 
Will ſhe with huſwife's hand provide thy meat, \ 
And ev'ry Sunday morn thy neckcloath plait? ] 
Which oer thy kerſey doublet ſpreading wide, | 
In ſervice-time drew Cic'ly's eyes aſide. A 

Where-e'er I gad I cannot hide my care, | 
My new diſaſters in my look appear. 

White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown, 
So thin my features that I'm hardly known ; 
Our neighbours tell me oft in joking talk 

Of aſhes, leather, oatmeal, bran and chalk : 
Unwittingly of Marian they divine, 

And wift not that with thoughtful love I pine. 
Yet Colin Clout, untoward ſhepherd ſwain, 
Walks whiſtling blithe, while pitiful I plain. 

Wihnilom with thee 'twas Marian's dear delight 
To moil all day, and merry-make at night. 


21, Kee, a Weſi-Country Word for Kine or Cows. 
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If in the ſoil you guide the crooked ſhare, 

Vour early breakfaſt is my conſtant care. 

And when with even hand you ſtrow the grain, 

I fright the thieviſh rooks from off the plain. 

In miſling days when I my threſher heard, 55 
With nappy beer I to the barn repair'd ; 

Loft in the muſick of the whirling flail, 

To gaze on theel left the ſmoaking pail ; 

I” harveſt when the Sun was mounted high, 

My leathern bottle did thy drought ſupply ; 60 
When-e'er you mow'd I follow'd with the rake, 


And have full oft been ſun-burnt for thy ſake; 
When in the welkin gath'ring ſhow'rs were ſeen, 


I lagg'd the laſt with Colin on the green; 
And when at eve returning with thy carr, 65 


& Awaiting heard the gingling bells from far; 

Strait on the fire the ſooty pot I plac't, 

To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for haſte. 

= When hungry thou ſtood'ſt Haring like an Oaf, 

I flic'd the luncheon from the barly loaf, 70 
Wich crumbled bread I thicken'd well thy meſs. 

Ah, love me more, or love thy pottage leſs ! 


Laſt Friday's eve, when as the ſun was ſet, 


I. near yon ſtile, three fallow gypſies met, 


Upon my hand they caſt a poring look, 75 


Bid me beware, and thrice their heads they ſhook, 


They ſaid that many croſſes I mult prove, 

Some in my worldly gain, but moſt in love. 

Next morn I miſs'd three hens and our old cock, 

And off the hedge two pinners and a ſmock. 80 
I bore theſe loſſes with a chriſtian mind, 


nd no miſhaps could feel, while thou wert kind. 


But fince, alas! I grew my Colin's ſcorn, + 


e known no pleaſure, night, or noon, or morn. 
[Help me, ye gypſies, bring him home again, 85 


And to a conſtant laſs give back her ſwain. 


Have 
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Have I not fate with thee full many a night, 
When dying embers were our only light, 
When every creature did in flumbers lye, 
Beſides our cat, my Colin Clout, and I? 

No troublous thoughts the cat or Colin move, 
While I alone am kept awake by love. 

Remember, Colin, when at laſt year's wake, 
I bought the coſtly preſent for thy ſake, 
Couldſt thou ſpell o'er the poſie on thy knife, 
And with another change thy ſtate of lite ? 

If thou ſorget'ſt, I wot, I can repeat, 
My memory can tell the verſe fo ſweet. 
As this is grav'd upon this knife of thine, 


5 
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C T 


d is thy image on this heart of mine. 1008 


But woe is me! Such preſents luckleſs prove, 
For Kaives, they tell me, always ſever Love. 

Thus Marian wail'd, her eyes with tears brimful, 
When Goody Dobbins brought her cow to bull. 


With apron blue to dry her tears ſhe fought, 10; + 


Then taw the cow well ſerv'd, and took a groat. 


... NAY. 4 


OR THE 
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HE wailings of a maiden I recite, 
A maiden fair, that Sarabella hight. 


* Dumps, or Dumbs, mad: uſe of to expreſs a {it of it N 
Sullcus. Some have pretended that it is derived fru 
Dumops, a King of Egypt, that bailt a Pyramid, au 
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Such ftrains ne'er warble in the linnet's throat, 

Nor the gay goldfinch chaunts fo ſweet a note, 

No mag-pye chatter'd, nor the painted jay, 5 
No ox was heard to low, nor als to bray. 

No rufling breezes play'd the leaves among, 

While thus her madrigal the damſel ſung. 

A while, O D'Urfey, lend an ear or twain, 

Nor though in homely guiſe, my verſe diſdain;* 10 
Whether thou ſeek'ſt new kingdoms in the ſun, 
Whether thy muſe does at New-market run, 

Or does with goſſips at a feaſt regale, 

And heighten her conceits with fack and ale, 

Or elſe at wakes with Joan and Hodge rejoice, 15 
Were D'Urfey's lyricks ſwell in every voice; 

= Yet ſuffer me, thou bard of wondrous meed, 

Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed. 


43 
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dy'd of Melancholy. So Mopes after the ſame manner is 
thought to hade come from Merops, another Egyptian King 
that dy'd of the ſame diſtemper; but our Englith Anti qua- 
ries have conjedured that Dumps, which is, a grievous 
heavineſs of ſpirits, comes from the word Dump lin, the 
heavieſt kind of pudding that ts eaten in this country, 
much uſed in Norfolk, and other counties of England. 
Line 5. Immemor Herbarum quos eft mirata juvenca 
| Certantes quorum ſtupefactæ carmine Lynces ; 
Et mutata ſuos requierunt flumina curſus. Virg. 
9. Tu mibi jeu magni ſuperas jam ſaxa Timavi, 
Side oram Illyrici legis wguoris 
11. An Opera written by this Author, call-1 the 
World in the Sun, or the Kingdom of Birds; be 
is alſo famous for his Song on the New-market - 
Horſe Race, and feveral others that are fimg by 
the Briuth Swans. 
17. Meed, an old word for Fame or Renown. 
18. Hanc ſine tempora circum 
Inter victrices hederam tibi /orpere lauros. 
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g 2 THIRD PASTORAL. 


Now the Sun drove adown the weſtern road, 
And oxen laid at reſt forget the goad, 20 
The clown fatigu'd trudg'd homeward with his ſpade, 
Acroſs the meadows ftretch'd the lengthen'd ſhade : 
When Sparabella penſive and forlorn, 
Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 


Lean'd on her rake, and ſtrait with dolefu! guiſe 25 2 


Did this fad plaint in moanful notes deviſe. 

Come night as dark as pitch, ſurround my head, 
From Sparabella Bumkinet is fled ; 
The ribbon that his val'rous cudgel won, 


Laſt Sundey happier Clan put on i 


Sure if he'd eyes (but Lowe, they ſay, has none) 
I whilome by that ribbon had been known. 
Ab, well-a-day ! I'm ſhent with baneſul ſmart, 
For with the ribbon he beſtow'd his heart. 
My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burthen aid, 35 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 
Shall heavy Clumfilis with me compare? 
View this, ye lovers, and like me deſpair. 
Her blubber'd lip by ſmutty pipes is worn, 


And in her breath tobacco whitts are born ; 40 2 | 


The cleanly cheeſe-preſs fhe could never turn, 
Her awkward fiſt did ne'er employ the churn ; 


If e er ſhe brew'd, the drink wou'd ſtrait grow ſour, 


Before it ever felt the thunder's pow'r : 


No huſwifry the dowdy creature knew ; =_ F 


To ſum up all, her tongue confeſs'd the ſhrew. 
My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burthen aid, 
'Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 


Line 25. Incumbens tereti Damon fic cœpit Olive. 


33. Shent, an old word jignifying Hurt or harmed. 3 
37. Mopſo Niſa datar, quid non jperemus Amantes ? Virg 
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T've often ſeen my viſage in yon lake, 
Nor are my features of the homelieſt make. 50 
Though Clumſilis may boaſt a whiter dye, 
Yet the black Noe turns in my rolling eye; 
And faireſt bloſſoms drop with every blaſt, 
But the brown beauty will like hollies laſt. 
Her wan complexion's like the wither'd leck, 55 
While Karine pears adorn my ruddy cheek. 
vet ſhe, alas! the witleſs lout hath won, 
And by her gain, poor Sparabell's undone ! 
Let hares and hounds in coupling ſtraps unite, | 
The clocking hen make friendſhip with the kite. 60 
WT Let the fox ſimply wear the nuptial noote ; 
And join in wedlock with the wadling gooſe. 
For love hath brought a ſtranger thing to paſs, 
Ihe faireſt ſhepherd weds the fouleſt laſs. 
35 My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burthen aid, 65 
'7is hard jo true a damſel dies a maid. 
Sooner ſhall cats diſport in waters clear; 
And ſpeckled mackrels graze the meadows fair, 
WF Sooner ſhall ſcreech-owls bask in ſunny day, 
40 ; And the flow als on trees, like ſquirrels, play, 70 


== Sooner ſhall ſnails on inſect pinions rove, 
Than I forget my Shepherd's wonted love! 
. i My elaine, ye laſſes, with this burthen aid, 
Tis hard ſo true a damſel dies a maid. 
Ah! didſt thou know what proffers I withſtood, 75 
XZ \' hen late I met the Squire in yonder wood! | 


49. Nec ſum adeo informis, nuper me in Littore vidi. 
53. Alba liguſtra cadunt, vaccinia nigra leguntur. Virg; 
59. Jungentur jam Gryphes equis ; @voque ſequent! 

Cum canibus timidi wvenient ad pocula Dame. Virg. 


—_ 67. Ante lewes ergo paſcentur in æthere Cerwvi 
"i Et freta deſtituent nudos in littore Piſces- 
le Nen notre illius labatur pectore wultus. Virg. 
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To me he ſped, regardleſs of his game, 
While all my cheek was glowing red with ſhame ; 
Aly lip he kiſs'd, and prais'd my healthful look, 
'Then from his purſe of ſilk a Guizea took, 80 
Into my hand he forc'd the tempting gold, 
V/hile I with modeſt ſtruggling broke his hold. 
He ſwore that Dick in liv'ry ſtrip'd with lace, 
Should wed me ſoon, to keep me from diſgrace ; 
But I nor footman priz d nor golden fee, 85 
For what is lace or gold compar'd to thee ? 
My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burthen aid, 
"Tis hard fo true a damſel dies a maid. 
Now plain I ken whence Love his rife begun, 
Sure he was born ſome bloody butcher's ſon, 90 
Bred up in ſhambles, where our younglings ſlain, 
Erſt taught him miſchief and to ſport with pain. 
The father only filly ſheep annoys, 
The fon the fillier ſhepherdeſs deſtroys. 
Des ſon or father greater miſchief do? 95 
The fire is cruel, fo the fon is too. 
My plaint, ye laſſes, with this burthen aid, 
"Tis hard fo true a dumſel dies a maid. 
Farewel, ye woods, ye meads, ye ſtreams that flow; 
A ſudden death ſhall rid me of my woe. 100 


eg. To ken. Scire Chaucero, t Ken, and Kende 
neu A. S. cunnan Goth. Kunnan. Germanis Ken- 
nen, Danis Kiende, I/landis Kunna, Belgis Key- 
nen. This word is of general uſe, but not very common, 
though not unknown to the vulgar. Ken for proſpi— 
cere is well known and uſed to diſcover by the eye. 
Ray. F. R. S. 
Nunc ſcio quid fit Amor, &C. 


Crudelis mater magis an puer improbus ille ? 
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Improbus ille puer, crudelis tu quogue mater. Virg. 
99. — di dite Hlææ, | 
Præceps aerii ſpecula de montis in undas 
Deferar. Virg. 
And 


L 55 


This penknife keen my windpipe ſhall divide. 
What, ſhall I fall as ſqueaking pigs have dy d! 
No to ſome tree this carcaſs Fil ſuſpend. 


But worrying curs find ſuch untimely end! 
ru ſpeed me to the pond, where the high ſtool 105 


F 
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* Her pitcous tale, the winds in ſiglis bemoan, 
And pining eccho anſwers groan tor groan. 


The woful day, a day indeed of woe! 


On the long plank hangs o'er the muddy pool, 


That ſtool, the dread of ev'ry ſcolding quean 


vet, ſure a lover ſhould not dye fo mean! 


There plac'd aloft, I'll rave and rail by fits, 

Though all the pariſh ſay I've lot my wits; 110 
And thence, if courage holds, my felt Pil throw, 

And quench my Pailion in the lake below. 

Je lajjes, ceaſe your burthzn, ceaſe to moan, 


Aud, by my caſe ſorewarn'd, go mind your o ton. 


Ihe ſun was ſet; the night came on apace, 115 
And falling dews bewet around the place, 

The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 

And the hoarſe owl his wolul dirges tings ; 


The pradent maiden deems it now too late, 


And till to morrow comes defers her fate. - 120 
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OBNELTA, ſeated in a dreary vale, 


In penſive mood rehears'd her piteous tale, 


[ rue the day, a ruetul day I trow, 
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When Lu5ber/in to town his cattle drove, 
A maiden fine bedight he hap'd to love ; 
The maiden fine bedight his love retains, 
And for the village he forſakes the plains. to 
Return my Lubberkin, theſe ditties hear; 
Spells will I try, and ſpells ſhall eaſe my care. 
With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 


And txrn me thrice around, around, around. 


When firſt the year, I heard the cuckow ſing, ö 

And call with welcome note the budding ſpring, 7 
| ftraitway ſet a running with ſuch haſte, | 
De2h'rah that won the ſmock ſcarce ran fo faſt. 
Lill ſpent for lack of breath, quite weary grown, * | 
Upon a riſing bank I fat adown, : 20 
Then doff d my ſhoe, and by my troth, I ſwear, W | 
Therein I ſpyd this yellow frizled hair, 'F 
As like to Lubberkir's in curl and hue, = 
As if upon his comely pate it grew. by 

With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 135 
Ard turn me thrice around, around, around. = 

At eve laſt Midſummer no ſleep I fought, | 
But to the held a bag of hemp-ſeed brought, 

I {catter'd round the ſeed on ev'ry ſide, 

And turee times in a trembling accent cry'd, 40 
This hemp-ſeed with my virgin hand I ſow, 

Ii h ſhall my true- laue be, the crop ſhall mow. 

{ {trait look'd back, and, if my eyes ſpeak truth, 

V\ ith his keen ſcythe behind me came the youth. 

{ith my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
turn me thrice around, around, around. 30 
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Line 8. Dight or bedight, from the Saxon word digh- 
tan, which fignifies to ſet in order. . | 
21. Doft and don, contracted from the words do off 
and do on. b 
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Laſt Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chirpings find ; 
I rearly roſe, juſt at the break of day, 
Before the ſun had chas'd the ſtars away ; 40 
A- field I went, amid the morning dew 
To milk my kine (for fo ſhould huſwives do) 
Thee firſt I ſpyd, and the firſt ſwain we ſee, 
In ſpite of fortune ſhall our true-love be ; 
See, Lubberkin, each bird his partner take, 45 
And canſt thou then thy ſweetheart dear forſake ? 
ith my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 
Laſt May-day fair I ſearch'd to find a ſnail 
That might my ſecret lover's name reveal ; 50. 
Upon a gooſeberry buſh a ſnail I found, | 
For always ſnails near ſweeteſt fruit abound. 
Iſeiz'd the vermine, home I quickly ſped, 
And on the hearth the milk-white embers ſpread. 
Slow crawl'd the ſnail, and if I right can ſpell, 585. 
In the ſoft aſhes mark d a curious L. 
Oh may this wondrous omen lucky prove! 
For L is found in Lubberkia and Love. 
With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 60 
Two hazel- nuts I threw into the flame, 
And to each nut I gave a ſweet-heart's name. 
This with the loudeſt bounce me ſore amaz d, 
That in a flame of brighteſt colour blaz d. 


As bla: d the nut ſo may thy paſſion grow, 65 


For 'twas thy nut that did fo brightly glow. 
With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


Ds; As 


64. pgs 27% Y il AAP JaÞras 
Aidw. xd &vT& Aaxts iu xarmvfioeoa. Theoc- 
66. Dephnis me malus urit, ego banc in Daphnide, 
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As peaſcods once I pluck'd, I chanc'd to ſee 
One that was cloſely fill'd with three times three, 70 
Which when I crop'd I ſafely home convey'd, 
And o'er my door the ſpell in ſecret laid, 
My wheel I turn'd, and ſung a ballad new, 
While from the ſpindle I the fleeces drew ; 


The latch mov'd up, when who ſhou'd firſt come in, 75 n 


But in his proper perſon, — Lubberkin. 

I broke my yarn ſurpriz'd the ſight to ſee, 

vure ſign that he would break his word with me. 
Ettſoons I join'd it with my wonted flight, 


So may again his love with mine unite! 8 Þ 


IWith my ſoarp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

This Lady-fly I take from off the graſs, 
V/hoſe ſpotted back might ſcarlet red ſurpaſs. 
Fly, Lady-Bird, North, South, or Eaft or Weſl, 85 
Fly saubere the Man is found that I love beſt. 

He leaves my hand, ſee to the Wet he's flown, 
To call my true-love from the faithleſs town. 

With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
Aid turn me thrice around, around, around. 

This mellow pippin, which I pare around, 
My ſhepherd's name ſhall flouriſh on the ground. 
I flics tt unbroken paring o'er my head, 

Upon the graſs a perſect L is read; 
Yet on my heart a fairer Lis ſeen 95 
Than what the paring marks upon the green. 

With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

This pippin ſhall another tryal make, 
gce from the core two kernels brown I take ; 100 
Ibis on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn, 
And Bootyclad on tother fide is born. 


93. Tranſque Caput jace; ne reſpexeris. Virg. 
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But Boobycled ſoon drops upon the ground, 
A certain token that his lov's unſound, | 
While Lubberkin (ticks firmly to the laſt ; 105 
Joh were his lips to mine but join'd fo faſt ! 
= With my ſharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
1 And turn me thrice around, around, around, 
As Lubberkin once flept beneath a tree, | 
WW twwitch'd his dangling garter from his knee; 110 
He wiſt not when the hempen ſtring I drew, 
Nov mine I quickly doff of inkle blue; 
Togecher faſt I tye the garters twain, 
And while I knit the knot repeat this ſtrain. 
Three times a true-love's knot I tye ſecure, 115 
Hirm be the knot, firm may his lode endure. 
IWith my ſbarp heel I three times mark the ground, 
Aud turn me thrice around, around, around. 
As I was wont, I trudg'd laſt market-day 
To town, with new-laid eggs preſerv'd in hay. 120 
made my market long before 'twas night, 
My purſe grew heavy and my baſket light. 
Strait to the *pothecary's ſhop I went, 
And in love-powder all my money ſpent ; 
Behap what will, next ſunday after pray'rs, 125 
When to the ale-houſe Lubberkin repairs, 
Theſe golden flies into his mug I'll throw, 
And ſoon the ſwain with fervent love ſhall glow. 
Hail my ſharp beel I three times mark the ground. 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 130 
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109. Nee tribus nodis ternos, Amarylli, colores 
Nee, Amarylli modo; & Veneris dic vincula neo. 
Virg. 
123. Has Herbas, atque hc Ponto mini lecta wvenena 
Ip/e dedit Maris. Virg. 
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But hold---—our Light foot barks and cocks his ears, 
O'er yonder ſtile ſee Lubberkin appears. 
He comes, he comes, Hobnelia's not bewray'd, 
Nor ſhall ſhe crown'd with willow die a maid. 


He vows, he ſwears, he'll give me a green gown, 
Oh dear ! I fall adown, adown, adown ! 


#8 1 D- A X73 
On, THE 
*D-1RG'E:; 
BUMKINET GRUBBINOL, 


BUMKXKINET. 


HY, Grubbinol, doſt thou fo wiſtful ſeem ? 
"There's forrow in thy look, if right I deem. 
"Tis true, yon oaks with yellow tops appear, - 
And chilly blaſts begin to nip the year ; 

From the tall elm a ſhow'r of leaves 1s born, | 
And their loſt beauty riven beeches mourn. 

Yet ev'n this ſeaſon pleaſance blithe affords, 

Now the ſqueez'd preſs foams with our apple hoards. 
Come, 


131. Neſcio quid certe eft : & Hylax in limine latrat. 
* Dirge, or Dyrge, a mournful Ditty or Song of Lamen- 
tation over the dead, not a contraction of the Latin Di- 
rige in the popiſh Hymn Dirige Greſſus meos, as ſome 
pretend. But from the Teutonick Dyrke, Laudare, 
praiſe and extol. I Pence it is poſſible their Dyrke and 
our Dirge, was a laudatory Song to commemorate and 
arplaud the Dead. Cowell's Interpreter. 
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Come, let us hye, and quaff a cheary bowl, 
Let cyder new waſh ſorrow from thy ſoul. 10 
G RUBBINO L. 

Ah Bumkinet ! ſince thou from hence wert gone, 
From theſe ſad plains all merriment is flown; 
Should I reveal my grief twould ſpoil thy chear, 
And make thine Eye o'er-flow with many a tear, 

SUMAINET. 

Hang Sorrow ! Let's to yonder hut repair, Is: 
And with trim ſonnets caft azvay our care. 
Gillian of Croydon well thy pipe can play, 
Thou ſing'ſt moſt ſweet, ver hills and far away. 
Of Patient Griſſel I deviſe to ſing, 
And catches quaint ſhall make the vallies ring. 20 
Come, Grubbinol, beneath this ſhelter, come, 
From hence we view our flocks ſecurely roam. 
GRUBBING® L. 
= Yes, blitheſome lad, a tale I mean to ſing, 
& But with my woe ſhall diſtant valleys ring. 
The tale ſhall make our kidlings droop their head, 2g. 
Foi woe is me !----- our Blouzelind is dead. 

B UMXINME T. 

Is Blouzelinda dead? farewel my glee ! 
No happineſs is now reſerv'd for me. 
As the wood pidgeon cooes without his mate, 
So ſtall my doleful dirge bewail her fate, 
Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell, 
The peerleſs maid that did all maids excel. 

Henceſorth the morn ſhall dewy ſorrow ſhed, 
And ev'ning tears upon the graſs be ſpread ; 
The rolling ſtreams with watry grief ſhall flow, 
And winds ſhall moan aloud-----when loud they blow. 


Henceforth, 
15. Incipe Mopſe prior fi quos aut Phyllidis ignes 
Aut Alconis habes Laudes, aut jurgia Codri. 
27. Glee, Foy ; from the Dutch, Glooren, to recreate. 
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Henceferth, as oft as autumn ſhall return, 


The dropping trees, whene'er it rains, ſhall mourn ; 


This ſeaſon quite ſhall ſtrip the country's pride, 
For 'twas in autumn Blouzelinda dy'd. 
Where-e'er I gad, I Blouzelind ſhall view, 


Woods, dairy, barn and mows our paſſion knew. 


When I direct my eyes to yonder wood, 
Freſh riſing forrow curdles in my blood, 
Thither I've often been the damſel's guide, 
When rotten ſticks our fuel have ſupply'd ; 
There I remember how her faggots large, | 
Were frequently theſe happy thoulders charge. 
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown, 
And ſtuff d her apron wide with nuts fo brown; 
Or when her feeding hogs had mit d their way, 
Or wallowing mid a feaſt of acorns lay; 
Th' untoward creatures to the ſtye I drove, 
And whiſtled all the way-—--or told my love. 
If by the dairy's hatch I chance to lite, 
I ſhall her goodly countenance eſpie, 
For there her goodly countenance I've ſeen, 
Set off with kerchief ſtarch'd and pinners clean. 
Sometimes, like wax, ſhe rolls the butter round, 
Or with the wooden lily prints the pound. 
Whilome I've ſeen her ſkim the clouteq, cream, 
And preſs from ſpongy curds the milky ſtream. 
But now, alas ! theſe ears ſhall hear no more 
The whining ſwine ſurround the dairy door, 
No more her care ſhall fill tlie hollow tray, 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey. 
Lament, ye ſwine, in gruntings ſpend your grief, 
For you, like me, have loſt your ſole relief. 
When in the barn the ſounding flail I ply, 
Where from her ſieve the chaff was wont to fly, 
The poultry there will ſeem around to ſtand, 
Waiting upon ker charitable hand. 
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o ſuccour meet the poultry now can find, 
pr they, like me, have loſt their Blouzelind. 
Whenever by yon barley mow I paſs, 75 
fore my eyes will trip the tidy laſs. 
pitch'd the ſheaves (oh could I do fo now) 
hich ſhe in rows pil'd on the growing mow. 

There ev'ry deale my heart by love was gain'd, 

FT here the ſweet kiſs my courtſhip has explain d. 20 
4; Blaugelind that mow I ne'er ſhall ſee, 

But thy memorial will revive in me. 
Lament, ye fields, and rueful ſymptoms ſhow, 
Wencetorth let not the ſmelling primroſe grow; 
Tet weeds inſtead of butter-flow'rs appear, 85 
50 nd meads, inſtead of daiſies, hemlock bear; 
For cowſlips ſweet let dandelions ſpread, 
For Blougelinda, blithſome maid, is dead! 
Lament, ye ſwains, and o'er her grave bemoan, 
And ſpell ye right this verſe upon her ſtone, go 
Here Blouzelinda Hes Alas, alas ! 
Weep ſhepherds —— and remember fleſh is graſs. 
 GCGRUBBINO®O L. 
| Albeit thy ſongs are ſweeter to mine ear, 
Than to the thirſty cattle rivers clear; | 
0 r winter porridge to the lab'ring youth, 95 
Or bunns and ſugar to the damſel's tooth; 1 

| et 
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84. Pro molli viola, pro purpureo Narciſſo 
Carduus & ſpinis ſurgit Paliurus acutis. Virg. 
go. Et Tumulum facite, & tumulo ſuperaddite Carmen, 
93. Tale tuum Carmen nobis, Divine Poeta, 
Duale ſopor feſſis in gramine : quale per &ſtum 
Dulcis aquæ ſaliente ſitim reſtinguere rivo. 
Nos tamen hec quocumgque mod) tibi noftra viciſſim 
Dicemus, Dapbningue tuum tollemus ad nſtra.Virg, 
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Yet Blouzelinda's name ſhall tune my lay, 
Of her Ill fing for ever and for aye. 

When Blouzelind expir'd, the weather's bell 
Before the drooping flock toll'd forth her knell; 105 
The ſolemn death- watch click'd the hour ſhe dy'd, 
And ſhrilling crickets in the chimney cry'd ; 

The boding raven on her cottage fate, 

And with hoarſe croaking warn'd us of her fate; 
The lambkin, which her wonted tendance bred, 10x 
Drop'd on the plains that fatal inſtant dead ; 

Swarm'd on a rotten ſtick the bees I ſpy'd,- 

Which erſt I ſaw when goody Dobſon dy d. 

How ſhall I, void of tears, her death relate, 
While on her dearling's bed her mother fate ! 110 
Theſe words the dying Blouzelinda ſpoke, 
And of the dead let none the will revoke, 

Mother, quoth ſhe, let not the poultry need, 
And give the gooſe wherewith to raiſe her breed, 
Be theſe my ſiſter's care and ev'ry morn 11; 
Amid the ducklings let her ſcatter corn; 
The ſickly calf that's hous'd, be ſure to tend, 
Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend. 
Yet ere I die ſee, mother, yonder ſhelf, 
There ſecretly T've hid my worldly pelf. 120 
Twenty good ſhillings in a rag I laid, 
Be ten the Parſon's, for my ſermon paid. 
The reſt is yoars-—---my ſpinning-wheel and rake, 
Let Suſan keep for her dear ſiſter's ſake ; 
My new ſtraw-hat that's trimly lin'd with green, 123 
Let Peggy wear, for ſhe's a damſel clean. 
My leathern bottle, long in harveſts try'd, 
Be Grubbinol s this filver ring beſide : 
Three ſilver pennies, and a ninepence bent, 
A token kind, to Bumkinet is ſent. 130 
Thus ſpoke the maiden, while her mother cry'd, 


And peaceful, like the harmleſs lamb, ſhe dy d. 7 
0 


The DIR GE. 65 


To ſhow their love, the neighbours far and near, 
Follow'd with wiſtful look the damſel's bier. 
Sprigg'd roſemary the lads and laſſes bore, 135 
hile diſmally the Parſon walk'd- before. 
pon her grave the roſemary they threw, 
he daiſie, butter-flow'r and endive blue. 
After the good man warn'd us from his text, 
That none cou'd tell whoſe turn would be the next; 140 
e ſaid, that heav'n would take her ſoul, no doubt, 
And ſpoke the hour-glaſs in her praiſe quite out. 
To her fweet mem'ry flow'ry garlands ſtrung, 
O'er her now empty ſeat aloft were hung. 
With wicker rods we fenc'd her tomb around, 145 
To ward from man and beaſt the hallow'd ground, 
Leſt her new grave the Parſon's cattle raze, | 
For both his horſe and cow the church-yard graze. 
Now we trudg'd homeward to her mother's farm, 
To drink new cyder mull'd, with ginger warm. 150 
For gaffer Tread. well told us by the by, 
Exceſſive ſorrow is exceeding dry. 

While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow, 
Or laſſes with ſoſt ſtroakings milk the cow; 
While padling ducks the landing lake deſire, 155 
Or batening hogs roll in the ſinking mire ; 
| While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raiſe, 
do long ſhall ſwains tell Blouzelinda's praiſe. 
$ Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy ſtrain, 
Till bonny Suſan {ped a- croſs the plain; 160 
They ſeiz d the laſs in apron clean array d, 
And to the ale-houſe forc'd the willing maid ; 
; In ale and kiſſes they forget their cares, 

And Suſan Blougelinda's loſs repairs. 
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153. Dum juga montis Aper, fluvios dum Piſcis amabit 
| Dumque Thymo paſcentur apes, Dum rore cicadæ, 
4 Semper hanos nomenque tuum, laud:ſque maneeunt. 
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BOWZYBEUS. 


UBLIMER ſtrains, O ruſtick muſe, prepare; 
Forget a while the barn and dairy's care; 
Thy homely voice to loſtier numbers raiſe, 
The drunkard's flights require fonorous lays, 
With Bowwezybeus' ſongs exalt thy verſe, 
While rocks and woods the various notes rehearſe. 
T was in the ſeaſon when the reapers toll 
Of the ripe harveſt gan to rid che ſoil; 
Wide through the field was ſeen a goodly rout, 
Clean damſels bound the gather'd ſheaves about, 
The lads with ſharpen'd hook and fycating brow 
Cut down the labours of the winter plow. 
To the near hedge young Suſan reps aſide, 
She feign'd her coat or garter was unty'd, 
What-e'er the did, ſhe {toop'd adown unſeen. 
And merry reapers, what they liſt will ween. 
Soon the roſe up, and cry'd with voice fo ſhrill 
That eccho antwer'd from the diftant hill; 
The youths and damſels ran to Suſan's aid, 
Vho thought ſome adder had the laſs diſmayd. 20 
When ſaſt aſleep they Bowzybens ſpy'd, 
His hat and oaken ilaff lay cloſe beſide. 
That Barwzyhers who could ſweetly ſing. 
Or with tic r0zin'd bow torment the ſtring ; 
That Powzybeus who with hnger's ſpeed 25 
Could call ſoſt warblings from the breathing reed bh 
2 
Li. 22. Serta procul tantum capiti delapſa jacelant. Virg. 
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hat Bowzybeus who with jocund tongue, 

allads and roundelays and catches ſung. 

hey loudly laugh to ſee the damſel's fright, 

nd in diſport ſurround the drunken wight. 30 
Ah Bowzybee, why didſt thou ſtay fo long? 

he mugs were large, the drink was wond'rous ſtrong ! 
hou ſhouldft have left the Fair before 'twas night, 

ut thou ſat'ſt toping till the morning light. 

(ich, briſk maid, ſteps forth before the rout, 35 
Ind kils'd with ſmacking lip the ſnoring lout. 

or cuſtom lays, I hoe er this venture proves, 

or ſuch a kiſs demands a pair of gloves. 

y her example Dorcas bolder grows, 

nd plays a tickling ſtraw within his noſe. 40 
e rubs his noſtril, and in wonted joke 

he ſneering ſwains with ſtamm'ring ſpeech beſpoke, 

o you, my lads, I'll ſing my carols o'er, 

5 tor the maids, — I've ſomething elſe in ſtore. 

No ſooner gan he raiſe his tuncful ſong, 45 
zut lads and laſſes round about him throng. 

Not ballad-ſinger plac'd above the croud 

dings with a note ſo ſhrilling ſweet and loud, 

Nor pariſh-clerk who calls the pſalm fo clear, 

Ike Bowwzybenus ſooths th' attentive ear. 50 
Of nature's laws his carols firſt be un, 

Why the grave owl can never face the ſun. 


| 40. Sanguineis frontem moris & tempora pingit. Virg. 
| 43. Carmina que vultis, cognoſcite ; carmina Dobra, 
Huic aliud mercedis erit. Virg. 
| 47. Nec tantum Phabo gaudet Parnaſſia rupes 

Nec tantum Rhodope mirantur & Iſmarus Orphea. 


Virg. 
51. Our fewain had probably read Tuſſer, from whence 
he might have collected theſe philoſophical obſerva- 


tions. 
Namque canebat ati magnum per inane coacta, Sc. Virg. 
For 
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For owls, as ſwains obſerve, deteſt the light, Df I 
And only ſing and teek their prey by night. df x 
How turnips hide their ſwelling heads below, 5 
And how the cloſing colworts upwards grow; 
How IWill-a-wiſp mii-leads night- faring clowns, 
O'er hills, and ſinking bogs, and pathleſs downs. 
Of ſtars he told that thoot with ſhining trail, 
And of the glow-worms light that gilds his tail. 
He ſung where wood-cocks in the ſummer feed, 
And in what climates they renew their breed ; 
Some think to northern coaſts their flight they tend, 
Or to the moon in midnight hours afcend, 
Where ſwallows in the winter's ſeaſon keep, 
And how the drowlie bat and dormouſe ſleep. 
How nature does the puppy's eyelid cloſe, 
Till the bright ſun has nine times ſet and roſe: 
For huntſmen by their long experience find, 
That puppies {till nine rolling ſuns are blind. 70 
Now he goes on, and ſings of Fairs and thows, 
For ſtill new fairs before his eyes aroſe. 
How pedlars ſtalls with glit'ring toys are laid, 
The various fairings of the country maid, 
Long ſilken laces hang upon the twine, "5 
And rows of pins and | amber bracelets ſhine ; 
How the tight laſs, knives, combs, and ſciſſars ſpys, 
And looks on thimbles with deiiring eyes. 
O. lott'ries next with tuneful note he told, 
Where ſilver ſpoons are won and rings of gold. WL 
The lads and laſſes trudge the ſtreet along, 
And all the fair is crouded in his ſong. 
The mountebank now treads the ſtage, and ſells 
His pills, his balſams, and his ague-ſpells ; 
Now o'er and o'er the nimble tumbler ſprings, 85 
And on the rope the ventrous maiden ſwings; 
Fack pudding in his parti- coloured jacket 
Toſſes the glove, and jokes at evry packet. 
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Df Raree-ſhows he ſung, and Punch's feats, 

Df pockets pick d in crowds, and various cheats. 9o 
Then fad he ſung the Children in the wood. 

ih barb'rous uncle, ſtain'd with infant blood! 

ow blackberries they pluck'd in deſarts wild, 

and fearleſs at the glitt'ring fauchion ſmil'd ; 

heir little corps the robin-red-breaſts found, 95 
and ſtrow'd with pious bill the leaves around, 

zh gentle birds! if this verſe laſts fo long, 

Your names ſhall live for ever in my ſong. 

For buxom Joan he ſung the doubtful ſtrife, 

ow the fly failor made the maid a wife. 100 
To louder ſtrains he rais'd his voice, to tell 

Vhat woeful wars in Chewy-chace beſel, 

hen Piercy drove the deer with bound and horn, 

ars to be wept by children yet unborn ! © 

in With'rington, more years thy life had crown'd, 10g 
{ thou hadſt never heard the horn or hound! 

Let ſhall the Squire, who fought on bloody ſtumps, 

yy future bards be wail'd in doleful dumps. 

All in the land of Eſſex next he chaunts, 

ow to fleek mates ſtarch quakers turn gallants; 110 
ow the grave brother ſtood on bank fo green. 

appy for him if mares had never been! 

| Then he was ſeizd with a religious qualm, 

nd on a ſudden, ſung the hundredth pſalm. 

He ſung of Taffey Welch and Sawney Scot, 115 
ily-buliero and the Ii iſb Trot. 


70 
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90. Fortunati ambo, fi quid mea carmina poſſunt, 


Aulla dies unquam memori Vos eximet æ o. Virg. 


99. A Song in the Comedy of Love for Love, beginning 


85 A Soldier and a Sailor, Ec. 
log. A Song of Sir J. Denham's. See his Poems. 


112. Et fortunatam ſi nunguam Armenta fuiſſent Paſi- 


phaen. 
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Why ſhould I tell of Bateman or of Shore, 
Or Wantley's Dragon ſlain by valiant Moore, 

The bow'r of Roſamond, or Robin Hood, 1 
And how the graſs now grows where Troy town ſton? 
His carols ceas'd : th' liſtning maids and ſwains 

Seem ſtill to hear ſome ſoft imperſect ſtrains. 
Sudden he roſe; and as he reels along 

Swears kiſſes ſweet ſhould well reward his ſong. 
The damſels laughing fly: the giddy clown I2 
Again upon a wheat-ſheaf drops adown ; 

The pow'r that guards the drunk, his fleep attends, 
Till, ruddy, like his face, the fun deſcends. 


117. Ouid loquar aut Scyllam Niſi, &c. Vin 
117. Old Engliſh Ballads. 
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A Breakfaſt 
| Bull 
A Corns Paſt. 5, v. 52 Bumikinet 
Adder 6, 20 Bun 
e- Houſe 5, 8 Boobycled 
1 4, 126 Butter 
\pron 2, 105. 5, 50 Borogebeus 
Als 3, 6. 3, 70 Butcher 
lutumn F, 3. 5, 37 Butterflower 
: Buxoma 
B 
C 
arley 2, 70. & 76 | 
allad-finger 6, 47 Calf 1, 16. 
Bat 3, 117 Capon 
Bateman 6, 147 © Carr | 
days $, 18 Cat 2, 9o. 
Barn 1, 122. 5, 69  Cicity 2, 20: 
decch | 5, 6 Clover-graſs 
Bee 5, 107 Cloddipole 
Bran 2, 24 Churn 
Blackberry „93, Colworts 
blind-man's buff 1, 95 | Clumfilis 
ramble 13 2 Cock 
Wiouzelind 1, 10. 5, 26 Comb 
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ames, Plants, Flowers, Fruits, Birds, Beaſis, 
iniects, and other material things menti- 
oned in theſe Paſtorals. 


2, 52 
2, 104 


j N = N p 5 A « q 
ET A RARE IE ATT : 
— 2 — —— og. 


ro Z i 7 
ES. — 


* . 
* — » ” = a - 
- 3 PY 2 
* | 7 * ph. y — b FX 1 . — 22 AE SS 
<—% * * , - 2 N 
— 7 _ Lu — * - _ x * p i N 4 
,» 4 p * 0 % a, * * * af A — 
— — — * - wed — 0 * . ©. mY — 7 * — 2 OY 5 = = 2 4 * ; * — 
— 1 2. — 2 * — — S " > 7 — >. 2 . * pt +” » wh. © 


Cow 1, 16. 1, 82. 
Colin Clout © 
Clouted Cream 
Cowſlips 

Chalk 

Cricket 

Curd 

Cudily 
Church-yard 
Cuckow 


. Cur 


Cyder 
Corns 


Dairy 

Daiſie 
Dandelion 
Deborah 
Death-watch 
D'Urfey 

Goody Dobbins 
Deer 

Dick 


Doe 


Dorcas 
Dragon 
Drink a 
Goody Dob/on 
Duc 4 / 
Duckling 
Duckingſtool 
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Eggs 
Elm 
Endive 


Epitaph 
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Fair 
Fawn 
Fox 


Fuel 


G 


Gilly- flower 
Gloves 
Glow-worm 
Garter 
Goldfnch 
Ginger 
Gooſe 
Gillian of Croydon 
Gooſeberry 
Green Gown 
Graſs 


| Grubbinol 


Gypſy 


Hare 
Holyda 
1 
Hazel-Nut 
Harveſt 
Hemlock 
Hempſeed 
Heifer 
Hen 
Hour-glaſs 
Holly 
Hoſen 
Hubnelia 


Hot-cockles 
Hog 
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3s FS M 
5, 148 
I, 122 | Mackerell 3, 68 
3, 59 | May-Day 1, 58 
1 Mag-pye 3. 5 
0 1 Milk-pail 2, 58 
Mare 6, 110 
lack- Pudding 6, 87 | Mug 6, 32 
Jay 3, 5 | Marian 2, 9 
(i oan 6, 99 Moore 6, 118 
5 ir Trott 6, 116 Marygold I, 46 
90 | Midſummer-Eve 4, 27 
10 K Mole 5, 157 
z Mountebank 6, 83 
Katherine Pear 3, 56 | Mow 57 75 
Kid 1, 54 | 
118 Kerchief 5, 58 N 
188 Kidling 5, 25 
1 Kiſs I, 73 | Neckcloth 2, 36 
Kite 3, 60 Nuts 5, 50 
Kerſey Doublet 2, 37 | Ninepence 5, 129 
Knife 1, 89 
| King-cup I, 43 O 
L Oak 35 
0 Oatmeal 2, 44 
60088 Lady-Bird 4, 85 | Owl ws 
1:8 Leather 2, 44 | Oxen 37 20 
i Lamb 1, 53 
, SIR Lobbin Clout bs P 
8% Love Powder 4, 124 
3 Lambkin 5, 105 | Ploughing 2, $1 
Lottery 6, 79 | Peaſe- cod 4, 69 
6% Lark 1, 3 | Penny 5, 129 
428 Leathern Bottle 5, 127 Peggy, 5, 126 
58 Ebberkin 4, 7 | Penknife 3, 101 
138 Lily 5, 60 | Pidgeon 6, 29 
„ee 3. 55 | Pedlar o, 73 
Li bullero 6, 116 | Pig ">a 399 
ci Linnet 3, 3 | Pinner 5, 58 


or E Pippin 


E he 


Pippin 
Pottage 
Potatoe 
Pudding 
Primrole 
Patient Griſſel 
Poultry 
Pariſh Clerk 


Puppy 


Rake 
Raven 
Rebin-Hood 
Robin-red-breaſt 
Ring 
Rook 
Roſamond 
Roaſt Beef 
Ribbon 
Roſemary 
Riddle 

8 
Swinging 
Spring 
Sawwney 
Sage 
Sciſſars 
Sheep 
Straw-Hat 
Sloe” 
Smock 
Snail 
Spinning Wheel 
Squirrel 
Sugar 
Suſan 
Squire 


4, 91 
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Sowing 
Swallow I, 29 
Shore 6, 117 
Swine 5, 64 
Summer 1, 61 
Silver Spoon 6, 80 
Sparabella 3. 
See- ſawing I, 107 
1 
Thimble 6, 79 
Throſtle I, 2 
Tobacco __ 
Gaffer Treadwell 5, 151 
Troy Town „ 120 
Turnip 1, 86 
Threſhing 2, 55 
True-loves Knot 4, 11; 
Valentine's Day 4» 31 
Udder I, 4 
W 
Wake 2, 4 
Weather 5, 99 
Winter 1, 60 
Weed 5, 83; 
Will a Wiſp 6, 57 
Wheat-ſheaf 6, 126 
Whey 5, 66 
Whitepot I, 93 
| Wood 5, 43 
Worky Day 1, 63 
Woodcock 6, 61 
Wiſtlin 54 
; * f 
Yarn 4» 71 
Youngling 2, 20 
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fion in men whom 1 am ſo much obliged to, ſince 


— 


ADVERTISEMENT 


HE world, I believe, will take ſo Iittle 
notice of me, that 1 need not take much 
ef it. The criticks may ſee by this poem, that J 
walk on foot, which probably may ſave me from 
their envy. I ſhould be ſorry to raiſe that paſ- 


they allowed me an honour hitherto only ſhown 
to better writers : That of denying me to be the 
author of my own works. 
Gentlemen, if there be any thing in this poem 
god enough to diſpleaſe you, and if it to be any ad- 
vantage to you to aſcribe it to ſome perſon of grea- 
ter merit ; 1 ſhall acquaint you, for your com- 
fort, that among many other obligations, I owe 
ſeveral hints of it to Dr. Swift. And if you 
will ſo far continue your favour as to write 
againſt it, I beg you 10 oblige m me in accepting 


the following motto. 


— Non tu, in Triviis, Indocte ſolebas 
Stridenti, miſerum, ſtipula, diſperdere car- 


men? 
TRIVIA. 
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BOOK I. 


—gyL„— 


Of the Implements for walking the Streets, and Signs of the 
Weather. 


Hrough winter ſtreets to ſteer your courſe aright, 
How to walk clean by day, and fafe by night, 

How joſtling crouds, with prudence to decline, 

When to aſſert the wall, and when reſign, 

Iſing: Thou, Trivia, Goddeſs, aid my ſong, 5 

Throꝰ ſpacious ſtreets conduct thy bard along; 


By thee tranſported, I ſecurely ſtray 


Where winding alleys lead the doubtful way, 
The filent court, and op'ning ſquare explore, 


And long perplexing lanes untrod before. 10 


To pave thy realm, and imooth the broken ways, 
Earth from her womb a flinty tribute pays; 


| For thee, the ſturdy paver thumps the ground, 


Whilſt ev'ry ſtroke his lab'ring lungs reſound; 
For thee the ſcavinger bids kennels glide 15 


Within their bounds, and heaps of dirt ſubſide. 
My youthful boſom burns with thirſt of ſame. 
From the great theme to build a glorious name, 
To tread in paths to ancient bards unknown, 
And bind my temples with a Civic crown; 20 
But more my country's love demands the lays, 
| My country's be the profit, mine the praite. 


When the black youth at choſen ſtands rejoice, 


And clean your ſhoes reſounds from ev'ry voice; 
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When late their miry ſides ſtage-coaches ſhow, 25 

And their ſtiff horſes through the town move ſlow ; 

When all the Mall in leafy ruin lies, 

And damſels firſt renew their oyſter cries: 

Then let the prudent walker ſhoes provide, 

Not of the Spari/b or Morocco hide; 30 

The wooden heel may raiſe the dancer's bound, 

And with the ſcallop'd top his ſtep be crown'd: 

Let firm, well-hammer'd ſoles protect thy feet 

Thro freezing ſnows, and rains, and ſoaking fleet. 

$10uld the big laſte extend the ſhoe too wide, 35 

Each ftone will wrench th' unwary ſtep aſide: 

The ſudden turn may ſtretch the ſwelling vein, 

Thy cracking joint unhinge, or ankle ſprain; 

And when too ſhort the modiſh ſhoes are worn, 

Youll judge the ſeaſons by your ſhooting corn. #4 
Nor thould it prove thy leis important care, 

To chuſe a proper coat for winter's wear. 

Now in thy trunk thy D'atly habit fold, 

he fiiken drugget ill can fence the cold; 

Tac frieze's ſpongy nap is ſoak' d with rain, 45 

And ſhow'rs ſoon drench the camblet's cockled grain. 

rue“ Witney broad-cloth with its ſhag unſhorn, 

Unpierc'd is in the laſting tempeſt worn: 

Pe this the horfe-man's fence ; for who would wear 

Amid the town the ſpoils of Ruſſia's bear? 50 

Within the Roguelaure's claſp thy hands are pent, 

Hands, that itretch'd forth invading harms prevent. 

Let the loop'd Bavaroy the fop embrace, 

Or his deep cloak be ſpatter'd o'er with lace. 

T hat garment beſt the winter's rage defends, 55 

Whoſe ſhapelels forms in ample plaits depends; 

By + various names in various counties known, 

Yet held in all the true Surtout alone: 


* 4 Town in Oxfordſhire. 


+ 4 Joteph, a Wrap-Raſcal, &c. N 
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Be thine of Kerſey firm, though ſmall the coſt, : 
Then brave unwet the rain, unchill'd the froſt. 60 
If the ſtrong cane ſupport thy walking hand, 
Chairmen no longer ſhall the wall command ; 
| Ev'n ſturdy carr-men fhall thy nod obey, 
| And rattling coaches ftop to make thee way: 
This ſhall direct thy cautions tread aright, 65 
Though not one glaring lamp enliven night. 
| Let beaus their canes with amber tipt produce, 
| Be theirs for empty ſhow, but thine tor ute. 
In gilded chariots while they loll at eaſe, 
And lazily infure a life's diſeaſe ; 70 
While foſter chairs the tawdry load convey 
To court, to“ White's, Aſſembles, or the Play; 
Roſie-complexion'd health thy ſteps attends, 
And exerciſe thy laſting youth defends. 
# Imprudent men heav'n's choiceſt gifts prophane, 75 
Thus ſome beneath their arm ſupport the cane; | 
The dirty point oft checks the careleſs pace, 
And miry ſpots thy clean cravat difgrace 
O! may I never ſuch misfortune meet, 
May no ſuch vicious walkers croud the ſtreet, 80 
May Providence o'er-ſhade me with her wings, 
While the bold Muſe experienc'd dangers ſings. 
Not that I wander from my native home, 
And (tempting perils) ſoreign cities roam. 
Let Paris be the theme of Gallia's muſe, 85 
Where flav'ry treads the ſtreet in wooden ſhoes; 
Nor do I rove in Be/gia's frozen clime, 
And teach the clumſy boor to ſkate in rhyme; 
Where, if the warmer clouds in rain deſcend, 
No miry ways induftrious ſteps offend, go 
The ruſhing flood from floping pavements pours, 
And blackens the canals with dirty ſhow'rs. 
Let others Naples ſmoother ſtreets rehearſe, 
And with proud Roman ftruQures grace their verſe, 
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Where frequent murders wake the night with groans, 
And blood in purple torrents dies the ſtones; 96 
Nor ſhall the Muſe thro? narrow Venice ſtray, 

Where Gondelas their painted oars diſplay. 

O happy ftreets, to rumbling wheels unknown, 

No carts, no coaches ſhake the floating town! 166 
Thus was of old Britannia's city bleſs'd, 

Ere pride and luxury her ſons poſſeſs' d: 

Coaches and chariots yet unfaſhion'd lay, 

Nor late-invented chairs perplex'd the way : 

Then the proud lady trip'd along the town, 1056 
And tucł d up petticoats ſecur'd her gown, 

Her roſie cheek with diſtant viſits glow'd, 

And exerciſe unartful charms beſtow'd ; 

But ſince in braided gold her foot is bound, 


And a long trailing manteau ſweeps the ground, 110 


ler ſhoe diſdains the ftreet ; the lazy fair 
With narrow ſtep affects a limping air. 
Now gaudy pride corrupts the laviſh age, 
And the ſtreets flame with glaring equipage 
The tricking gameſter inſolently rides, 115 
With Loves and Graces on his chariot's ſides; 
In ſaucy ſtate the griping broker ſits, 
And laughs at honeſty, and trudging wits : 
For you, O honeſt men, theſe uſeful lays 
The Muſe prepares; J ſeek no other praiſe. 126 

When fleep is firſt diſturbd by morning cries ; 
From ture prognoſticks learn to know the ſkies, 
Lett you of rheums and coughs at night complain ; 
Surpriz'd in dreary fogs, or driving rain. 
When ſuffocating miſts obſcure the morn, 125 
Let thy worſt wig, long us'd to ſtorms, be worn; 
This knows the powder'd footman, and with care, 
Beneath his flapping hat ſecures his hair, 
Be thou, for ev'ry ſeaſon, juſtly dreſt, 
Nor brave the piercing froſt with open breaſt; 1 7 
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And when the burſting clouds a deluge pour, 
Let thy Surtout defend the drenching ſhow'r. 
The changing weather certain ſigns reveal, 
Ere winter ſheds her ſnow, or froſts congeal, 
| You'll ſee the coals in brighter flame aſpire, 135 
And ſulphur tinge with blue the riſing fire: 
| Your tender ſhins the ſcorching heat decline, 
And at the dearth of coals the poor repine ; 
| Before her kitchen hearth, the nodding dame 
In flannel mantle wrapt, enjoys the flame; 140 
13 ring, upon her feeble knees ſhe bends, 
And all around the grateful warmth aſcends. 
* Nor do leſs certain ſigns the town adviſe, 
Of milder weather, and ſererer ſkies. 3 
The ladies gayly dreſs'd, the Mall adorn 145 
With various dyes, and paint the ſunny morn; 
The wanton fawns with friſking pleaſure range, 
Y And chirping ſparrows greet the welcome change : 
Not that their minds with greater ſkill are fraught, 
8 Endu'd by inftin&, or by reaſon taught, 150 
The ſeaſons operate on ev'ry breaſt; 
Tis hence that fawns are briſk, and ladies dreſt. 
When on his box the nodding coachman ſnores, 
And dreams of fancy'd fares; when tavern doors 
„The chairmen idly croud ; then ne'er retuſe 155 
Jo truſt thy buſie ſteps in thinner ſhoes. : 
| But when the ſwinging ſigns your ears offend 
With creaking noiſe, then rainy floods impend ; 
Soon ſhall the kennels {well with rapid ftreams, 
; And ruſh in muddy torrents to the Thames. 160 
The bookſeller, whoſe ſhop's an open ſquare, 
© Foreſees the tempeſt, and with early care 
Of learning ſtrips the rails; the rowing crew 
o tempt a fare, cloath all their tilts in blue: 


D Haud equid:m crc: quia fit divinitus lis, 
Ingenium, aut rerum fato prudentia major. Virg. 
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On hoſier's poles depending ſtockings ty d, 165 
Flag with the flacken'd gale, from fide to ſide; 
Church-monuments foretel the changing air; 
Then Maße diſſolves into a tear, 
And ſweats with ſecret grief; you'll hear the ſounds 
Of whittling winds, ere kennels break their bounds; 
Ungrateful odours common-ſhores diffuſe, 171 
And dropping vaults diſtil unwholſom dews, 
Ere the tiles rattle with the ſmoaking ſhow'r, 
And ſpouts on heedleſs men their torrents pour. 
All tuperſtition from thy breaſt repel, 175 

Let cred'lous boys, and prattling nurſes tell, 

How, if the feſtival of Paul be clear, 

Plenty from lib'ral horn ſhall ſtrow the year; 

When the dark ſkies diſſolve in ſnow or rain, 

The lab'ring hind ſhall yoke the ſteer in vain; 180 
But if the threatning winds in tempeſts roar, 

Then war ſhall bathe her waſteful ſword in gore. 
How, if on Sæoithin's feaſt the welkin lours, 

And ev'y penthouſe ſtreams with haſty ſhow'rs, _ 
Twice twenty days ſhall clouds their fleeces drain, 185 
And walh the pavements with inceſſant rain. 

Let not ſuch vulgar tales debaſe thy mind; 

Nor Paul nor Szwithin rule the clouds and wind. 

If you the precepts of the Muſe deſpite, 

And flight the faithful warning of the ſkies, 190 
Others you'll fee, when all the town's-afloat, 
 V/rapt in tht embraces of a keriey coat, 

Or double-button'd frieze ; their guarded feet 

Deiie the muddy dangers of the ſtreet, 

While you, with hat unloop'd, the fury dread 195 
Of ſpouts high-ſtreaming, and with cautious tread 
Shun ev'ry dathing pool; or idle ſtop, 

o ſcek the kind protection of a ſhop. 

But bus'neſs ſummons ; now with haſty ſcud 

You jofile for the wall, the ſpatter'd mud 4 200 
FD 3 C-t tn {a Ln TH &- Hides 


/ 

1 A [7x e. 11 fn. rea 
A Gd bd C 21 ze 5 Ves N. bal 
F 2 24 4 4 Oy 7 7 1 C 
18 e ee e. 


„ 4 83 


Hides all thy hoſe behind; in vain you ſcow'T, 

Thy wig alas! uncurl'd, admits the ſhow. 
So fierce Aledo's ſnaky treſſes fell, 

When Orpheus charm'd the rig'rous pow'rs of hell, 

Or thus hung Glaxcus' beard, with briny dew 205 
Clotted and ſtrait, when firſt his am'rous view 

$ Surpriz'd the bathing fair; the frighted maid 

Now ſtands a rock, transform'd by Circe's aid. 

Good houſwives all the winter's rage deſpiſe, 
Defended by the riding-hood's diſguiſe: 210 
Or underneath th' umbrella's oily ſhed, 
© Safe thro' the wet on clinking patten's tread. 

Let Perſian dames th' umbrella's ribs diiplay, 
Jo guard their beauties from the ſunny ray; 
Or fweating ſlaves ſupport the ſhady load, 215 
When eaſtern Monarchs ſhow their ſtate abroad 
Britain in winter only knows its aid, 
To guard from chilly ſhow'rs the walking maid. 
But, O! forget not, Muſe, the patten's praiſe, 
That ſemale implement ſhall grace thy lays ; 220 
Say from what art divine th' invention came, 
And from its origin deduce the name. 
Where Lincoln wide extends ber fenny ſoil, 
A goodly yeoman liv'd grown white with toil; 
One only daughter bleſt his nuptial bed, 225 
Who from her infant hand the poultry fed: 
Martha (her careful mother's name) ſhe bore, 
But now her careſul mother was no more. 
Whilſt on her father's knee the damſel play'd, 
Patty he fondly call'd the ſmiling maid ; 230 
As years encreas'd, her ruddy beauty grew, 
And Patiy's fame o'er all the village flew. 
Soon as the grey-ey'd morning ttreaks the ſkies, 
And in the doubtiul day the woodcock flies, 
ler cleanly pail the pretty houſwife bears, 235 
Ad finging to the diſtant field repairs : 
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And when the plains with ev'ning dews are ſpread, 


'The milky burthen ſmoaks upon her head, 
Deep, thro' a miry lane ſhe pick'd her way, 
Above her ankle rofe the chalky clay. 
Vulcan by chance the bloomy maiden ſpies, 
With innocence and beauty in her eyes, 
He faw, he lov'd ; for yet he neer had known 
Sweet innocence and beauty meet in one. 
Ah Mulciber! recal thy nuptial vows, 
Think on the graces of thy Paphian ſpouſe, 
Think how her eyes dart inexhauſted charms, 
And canit thou leave her bed for Patty's arms ? 
The Lemnian Pow'r forſakes the realms above, 
His boſom glowing with terreſtial love: 
Far in the lane a lonely hut he found, 
No tenant ventur'd on th' unwholeſome ground, 
Here (ſmokes his forge, he bares his finewy arm, 
And early ſtrokes the ſounding anvil warm; 
Around his ſhop the ſteely ſparkles flew, 
As nor the ſteed he ſhap'd the bending thoe. 
When blue-ey'd Patty near his window came, 
His anvil relts, his forge forgets to flame ; 
To hear his ſoothing tales ſhe feigns delays ; 
What woman can reſiſt the force of praiſe ? 
At firit ſhe coyly ev'ry kiſs withſtood, 
And all her cheek was fluſh'd with modeſt blood : 
With headleſs nails he now ſurrounds her ſhoes, 
To fave her ſteps from rains and piercing dews ; 
She lik'd his ſoothing tales, his preſents wore, 
And granted kiſſes, but would grant no more. 
Yet winter chill'd her feet, with cold ſhe pines, 
And on her cheek the fading roſe declines ; 
No more her humid eyes their luſtre boaſt, 
And in hoarſe founds her melting voice is loft. 
This Fulcan ſaw, and in his heav'nly thought, 
A new machine mechanick fancy wrought, 
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Above the mire her ſnelter'd ſteps to raiſe, 
And bear her ſafely through the wintry ways. 
Strait the new engine on his anvil glows, 275 
And the pale virgin on the patten roſe. | 
No more her lungs are ſhook with dropping rheums, 
And on her cheek reviving beauty blooms. 
The God obtain'd his ſuit ; though flatt'ry fail, 
* Preſents with female virtue muſt prevail. 280 
© The patten now ſupports each frugal dame, 
Which from the blue-ey'd Patty takes the name. 
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Of walking the Streets by Day. 


1 HUS far the Muſe has trac'd in uſeful lays, 

4 The proper implements for wintry ways ; 

Has taught the walker, with judicious eyes, 

To read the various warnings of the ſkies. 

| Now venture, Muſe, from whom to range the town, 3 

And for the publick ſafety riſque thy own. 

Poor eaſe and for diſpatch, the morning's. beſt j 

Neo tides of paſſengers the ſtreets moleſt. 

* You'll ſee a draggled damſel, here and there, 

From Billing ſeate her fiſhy trafhck bear; 10 

On doors the fallow milk-maid chalks her gains; 

Ah! how unlike- the milk-maid of the plains 

| Before proud gates attending aſſes bray, 

Or arrogate with ſolemn pace the way; ] 
Theſe grave Phyſicians with their milky chear, 15 i 
The love-ſick maid and dwindling beau repair; : 
Here rows of drummers ſtand in martial-file, 0 

J 
f 


And with their vellom thunder ſhake the pile, 
To greet the new-made bride. Are ſounds like theſe 
The proper prelude to a ſtate of peace? 20 "ot 
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Now induſtry awakes her buſie ſons, 
Full charg'd with news the breathleſs hawker runs : 
Shops open, coaches roll, carts ſhake the ground, 
And all the ſtreets with palling cries reſound. 

If cloath'd in black, you tread the buſy town, 25 
Or if diſtinguiſh'd by the rev'rend gown, 
Three trades avoid ; oft in the mingling preſs, 
The barber's apron ſoils the ſable dreſs ; 
Shun the perfumer's touch with cautious eye, 
Nor let the baker's ſtep advance too nigh: 30 
Ye walkers too that youthful colours wear, 
Three ſullying trades avoid with equal care; 
The little chimney-ſweeper ſkulks along, 
And marks with ſooty ſtains the heedleſs throng ; 
When ſmall-coal murmurs in the hoarſer throat, 3; 
From ſmutty dangers guard thy threaten'd coat : 
The duft-man's cart offends thy cloaths and eyes, 
When through the ſtreet a cloud of aſhes flies; 
But whether black or lighter dyes are worn, 
The chandler's baſket, on his ſhoulder born, 40 
With tallow ſpots thy coat; reſign the way, 
To ſhun the ſurly butcher's greaſy tray, 
Butchers, whoſe hands are dy'd with blood's foul ſtain, 
And always foremoſt in the hangman's train. 

Let due civilities be ſtrictly paid, 45 
The wall ſurrender to the hooded maid ; 
Nor let thy ſturdy elbow's haſty rage 
Joſtle the feeble ſteps of trembling age: 
And when the porter bends beneath his load, 
And pants for breath; clear thou the crouded road. 50 
But, above all, the groping blind direR, 
And from the preſſing throng the lame protect. 
You'll ſometimes meet a fop, of niceſt read, 
Whole mantling peruke veils his empty head, 
At ev'ry ftep he dreads the wall to loſe, 55 
And riſques, to ſave a coach, his red-heel'd ſhoes; 

Him, 
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Him like the miller, paſs with caution by, 

Leſt from his ſhoulder clouds of powder fly. 

But when the bully, with aſſuming pace, 

Cocks his broad hat edg'd round with tarniſh'd lace, 


Yield not the way; defie his ſtrutting pride, 61 


And thruſt him to the muddy kennel's fide ; 


He never turns again or dares oppoſe, 
| But mutters coward curſes as he goes. 


If drawn by bus'neſs to a ſtreet unknown, 65 


Let the ſworn porter point thee through the town; 

ze ſure obſerve the ſigns, for ſigns remain, 

[Like faithful land-marks to the walking train. 

Seek not from prentices to learn the way, 

| Thoſe fabling boys will turn thy ſteps aſtray ; 70 
Aſk the grave tradeſman to direct thee right, 

He ne'er deceives, but when he profits by't. 


Where fam'd Sz. Giles ancient limits ſpread, 


And inrail'd column rears its lofty head, 


Here to fev'n ſtreets ſev'n dials count the day, 
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And from each other catch the circling ray. 

Here oft the peaſant, with enquiring face, 

Bewilderd, trudges on from place to place; 

He dwells on ev'ry ſign with ſtupid gaze, 

Enters the narrow alley's doubtful maze, 80 
Iries ev'ry winding court and ſtreet in vain, 


And doubles o'er his weary ſteps again. 


Thus hardy Theſeus with intrepid feet, 
Travers'd the dang'rous labyrinth of Crete; 


but ſtill the wandring paſſes forc'd his ſtay, 85 


Till Ariacke's clue unwinds the way. 
But do not thou, like that bold chief, confide 
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Tuy ventrous footſteps to a female guide; 
© She'll lead thee with deluſive ſmiles along, 
Dive in thy fob, and drop thee in the throng. 90 


When waggith boys the ſtunted beeſom ply 


To rid the flabby pavement ; paſs not by Fo 
re 
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Where counted billets are by carmen toſt 


Of ſhirtleſs youths the fecret riſe to trace, 105 
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E're thou haſt held their hands; ſome heedleſs flirt 
Will overſpread thy calves with ſpatt'ring dirt. 
Where porters hogſheads roll from carts aſlope 95 
Or brewers down deep cellars ſtretch the rope, 


Stay thy raſh ſtep and walk without the poſt. 

What though the gath'ring mire thy feet beſmear, 
The voice of induſtry is always near. 100 
Hark! the boy calls thee to his deſtin'd ſtand, 

And the ſhoe ſhines beneath his oily hand. 
Here let the Muſe, fatigu'd amid the throng, 
Adorn her precepts with digreſſive ſong ; 


And ſhow the parent of the fable race. 

Like mortal man, great Joe (grown fond of change) 
Of old was wont this nether world to range 
To ſeek amours ; the vice the monarch lov'd 
Soon through the wide ethereal court improv'd, 110 
And ev'n the proudeſt Goddeſs now and then 
Would lodge a night among the ſons of men; 
To vulgar Deities deſcends the faſhion, 
Each, like her betters, had her earthly paſſion. 
Then “ Claacina (Goddeſs of the tide 115 
Whoſe ſable ſtreams beneath the city glide) 
Indulg'd the modiſh flame; the town ſhe rov'd, 
A mortal ſcavenger ſhe ſaw, ſhe lov'd ; 


The muddy ſpots that dry'd upon his face, 


Like female patches, heighten'd ev'ry grace: 120 
She gaz'd ; ſhe ſigh'd. For love can beauties ſpy 
In what ſeems faults to ev'ry common eye. 


SCloacina was @ Goddeſs whoſe image Tatius (a King of 
the Sabines) found in the common ſhore, and not knowing 
what Goddeſs it was, he called it Cloacina from the 
place in which it was found, and paid to it divine ho- 


 #aurs, Lactaut. 1. 20. Minuc. Fel. Oct. p. 232. 
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Now had the watchman walk'd his ſecond round; 
When Claacina hears the rumbling ſound 
of her brown lover's cart, for well ſhe knows 125 
That pleaſing thunder: ſwift the Goddeſs roſe, 
And through the ſtreets purſu'd the diſtant noiſe, 
Her boſom panting with expected joys. 
With the night wandring harlots's airs ſhe paſt, 
Bruſh'd near his fide, and wanton glances caſt; 130 
In the black form of cinder-wench ſhe came, 
When love, the hour, the place had baniſh'd ſhame ; 
To the dark alley arm and arm they move: 
O may no link-boy interrupt their love! 

When the pale moon had nine times fill'd her ſpace, 
The pregnant Goddeſs (cautious of diſgrace) 136 
Deſcends to earth; but ſought no midwife's aid, 

Nor midſt her anguiſh to Lucina pray'd ; 

No chearful goſſip wiſh'd the mother joy, 

Alone, beneath a bulk ſhe dropt the boy. 140 
{ The child through various riſques in years improv'd, 
At firſt a beggar's brat, compaſſion mov'd : 

His infant tongue ſoon learnt the canting art, 

Knew all the pray'rs and whines to touch the heart. 

{ Oh happy unown'd youths, your limbs can bear 145 
The ſcorching dog-ſtar, and the winter's air, | 
While the rich infant, nurs'd with care and pain, 

| Thirſts with each heat, and coughs with ev'ry rain! 
The Goddeſs long had mark'd the child's diſtreſs, 
And long had ſought his ſufferings to redrels ; 150 
| dhe prays the Gods to take the fondling's part, | 
To teach his hands ſome beneficial art 

| Practis'd in ſtreets ; the Gods her ſuit allow'd, 

And made him uſeful to the walking croud, 

| To cleanſe the miry feet, and o'er the ſhoe I55 
With nimble (kill the gloſſy black renew. 

| Each pow'r contributes to relieve the poor: 
| With the ſtrong briſtles of the mighty boar 
: Diane 


900 F 


Diana forms his bruſh ; the God of day 
A ttipod gives, amid the crouded way 160 
To raiſe the dirty foot, and eaſe his toll : 
Kind Neptune fills his vaſe with fetid oil; 
Preſt from th' enormous whale ? The God of fire, 
From whoſe dominions ſmoaky clouds afpire, 
Among theſe gen'rous preſents joins his part, 105 
And aids with foot the new japanning art: 
Pleas d the receives the gifts; ſhe downward glides, 
Lights in Fleer-ditch, and ſhoots beneath the tides. 
Now dawns the morn, the ſturdy lad awakes, 
Leaps from his ſtall, his tangled hair he ſhakes, 170 
Then leaning o'er the rails, he muſing ſtood, 
And view'd below the black canal of mud, 
Where common-ſhores a lulling murmur keep, 
Whoſe torrents ruſh from Holborn's fatal fleep : 


Penſive through idlenefs, tears flow'd apace, 17; 7! 
Which eas'd his loaded heart, and waſh'd his face; Ar 
At length he ſighing cry'd ; That boy was bleſt, T. 
Whoſe infant lips have drain'd a mother's breaſt: v 
But happier far are thoſe, (if ſuch be known) I*t 
Whom both a father and a mother own : 18 KA 
But I, alas ! hard fortune's utmoſt ſcorn, 

Wao ne'er knew parent, was an orphan born! LT 
Some boys are rich by birth beyond all wants, V 
Belov'd by uncles, and kind good old aunts ; 1 


When time comes round, a Chriſtmas-box they bear, 

And one day makes them rich for all the year, 180 c 
Had I the precepts of a Father learn'd, B 
Perhaps I then the coach- man's fare had earn'd 4 
For leſſer boys can drive; I thirſty ſtand / 
And ſee the double flaggon charge their hand, 100K 1 
See them puff off the froth, and gulp amain, 

While with dry tongue I lick my lips in vain. 

While chus he fervent prays, the heaving tide 

In widen'd circles beats on either fide ; K 
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The Goddeſs roſe amid the inmoſt round, 195 
With wither'd turnip tops her temples crown'd ; 
Low reach'd her dripping treſſes, lank, and black; 
As the ſmooth jet, or gloſſy raven's back; 
Around her waſte a circling eel was twin'd, 
Which bound her robe that hung in rags behind. 200 
Now beck'ning to the boy ; ſhe thus begun, 
Thy pray'rs are granted; weep no more, my fon : 
Go thrive. At ſome frequented corner ſtand, 
This bruſh I give thee, graſp it in thy hand, 
Temper the foot within this vaſe of oil, 205 
And letthe little tripod aid thy toll : 
On this methinks I ſee the walking crew 
At thy requeſt ſupport the miry ſhoe, 
The foot grows black that was with dirt imbrown'd, 
And in thy pocket jingling halfpence found. 210 
The Goddeſs plunges ſwift beneath the flood, 
And daſhes all around her ſhow'rs of mud: 
The youth ſtrait choſe his poſt ; the labour ply'd 
| Where branching ſtreets from Charing-croſs divide; 
His treble voice reſounds along the Meuſe, 215 
And V bite-ball echoes------Clean your Honour's fhoes. 
Like the ſweet ballad, this amuſing lay 
Too long detains the walker on his way ; 
Wiile he attends, new dangers round him throng : 
The buſy city aſks inſtructive ſong, 220 
| Vhere elevated o'er the gaping croud, 
| Claſp'd in the board the perjur'd head is bow'd, 
| Betimes retreat; here, thick as hailſtones pour, 
| Turnips, and half-hatch'd eggs, (a mingled ſhow'r) 
Among the rabble rain: Some random throw 225 
May with the trickling yolk thy cheek o'erflow. 
Though expedition bids, yet never ftray 
Where no rang'd poſts defend the rugged way, 
Here laden carts with thundring waggons meet, 
Wheels claſh with wheels, and bar the narrow ſtreet : 
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The laſhing whip reſounds, the horſes ſtrain, 
And blood in anguiſh burſts the ſwelling vein. 


her 
O barb'rous men, your cruel breaſts aſſwage, orta 
Why vent ye on the gen'rous ſteed your rage ? 0 
Does not his ſervice earn your daily bread ? 2 But 
Your wives, your children, by his labours fed! Had 


If, as the Samian taught, the ſoul revives, 
And, ſhitting ſeats, in other bodies lives; 
Severe ſhall be the brutal coachman's change, 
Doom'd in a hackney horſe the town to range: 24 
Carmen, transform'd, the groaning load ſhall draw, 
Whom other tyrants with the laſh thall awe. he | 

Who would of Hatling-ftreet the dangers ſhare, 
When the broad pavement of Cheap-fide is near? 
Or who * that rugged ſtreet would traverſe o'er, 24 
That ftretches, O Fletr-ditch, from thy black ſhore 
To the Tow'r's moated walls? Here ſteams aſcend 
That, in mix'd fumes, the wrinkled noſe offend. 
Where chandlers cauldrons boil ; where fiſhy prey 
Hide the wet ſtall, long abſent from the ſea ; 250 
And where the cleaver chops the heiter's ſpoil, 
And where huge hogſheads ſweat with trainy oil, 
Thy breathing noſtril hold; but how ſhall I 
Paſs, where in piles + Cornavian cheeſes lye ; 
Cheeſe, that the table's cloſing rites denies, 253 
And bids me with th' unwilling chaplain riſe. 

O bear me to the paths of fair Pell moll, 
Safe are thy pavements, grateful is thy ſmell ! 
At diſtance rolls along the gilded coach, 
Nor ſturdy carmen on thy walks encroach ; 260 
No lets would bar thy ways were chairs deny'd, 
The ſoft ſupports of lazineſs and pride; 
Shops breathe perfumes, thro' ſaſhes ribbons glow, 
The mutual arms of ladies, and the beau. 1 

et 


FTbames-ſtreet. + Cheſbire anciently ſo called, 
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et ſtill ev n here, When rains the paſſage hide, 265 
ft the looſe ſtone ſpirts up a muddy tide 

neath thy careleſs foot; and from on high, 

here maſons mount the ladder, fragments fly, 

ortar, and crumbled lime in ſhow'rs deſcend, 

nd o'er thy head deſtructive tiles impend. 270 
But ſometimes let me leave the noiſie roads, 


nd ſilent wander in the cloſe abodes 


here wheels ne'er ſhake the ground ; there penſive 


ſtray, | 

— 4 thought, the long uncrouded way. 
lere I remark each walker's diff rent face, 273 
nd in their look their various bus'neſs trace. 
he broker here his ſpacious beaver wears, 
pon his brow fit jealouſies and cares; 
nt on ſome mortgage (to avoid reproach) 
e ſeeks bye ftreets, and faves th' expenſive coach. 
ſt, at low doors, old letchers tap their cane, 281 
or fair recluſe, who travels Drury-lane ; 
ere roams uncomb'd the laviſh rake, to ſhun 
Is Fleet-ſtreet draper's everlaſting dun. 

Careful obſervers, ſtudious of the town, 285 
un the misfortunes that diſgrace the clown; 
ntempted, they contemn the jugler's feats, 
by the Meuſe, nor try the “ thimble's cheats. 
hen drays bound high, they never croſs behind, 
here bubbling yeſt is blown by guſts of wind: 290 
pd when up Ludgate-hill huge carts move flow, 
Ir from the ſtraining ſteeds ſecurely go, 
ſhoſe daſhing hoofs behind them fling the mire, 
d mark with muddy blots the gazing quire. 


0 


d as he flies infeſts purſuing foes. 
The 


4 Cheat commonly practisd in the fireets with three 
et Wimibles and a litile ball, 


e Parthian thus his jav'lin backward throws, 295 
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The thoughtleſs wits ſhall frequent forfeits pay, 
Who 'gainſt the centry's box diſcharge their tea. 
Do thou ſome court, or ſecret corner ſeek, 

Nor fluſh with ſhame the paſſing virgin's cheek. zu 

Yet let me not deſcend to trivial ſong, 

Nor vulgar circumſtance my verſe prolong ; 
Why ſhould I teach the maid when torrents pour, 
Her head to ſhelter from the ſudden ſhow'r ? 
Nature will beſt her ready hand inform, 30; 
With her ſpread petticoat to fence the ftorm. 
Does not each walker know the warning ſign, 
When wiſps of ftraw depend upon the twine 
Croſs the cloſe ftreet ; that then the paver's art 
Renews the ways, deny'd to coach and cart ? g1 
Who knows not that the coachman laſhing by, 
Oft with his flourith cuts the heedleſs eye ; 
And when he takes his ſtand, to wait a fare, 
His horſes foreheads ſhun the winter's air? 

Nor will I roam, when ſummer's ſultry rays gl; 
Parch the dry ground, and fpread with duſt the va 
With whirling guſts the rapid atoms riſe, 
Smoak o'er the pavement, and involve the ſkies. 

Winter my theme confines; whoſe nitry wind 
Shall cruſt the flabby mire, and kennels bind; 3? 
She bids the ſnow deſcend in flaky ſheets, 
And in her boary mantle cloath the ſtreets. 
Let not the virgin tread theſe flipp'ry roads, 
The gath'ring fleece the hollow patten loads ; 
But it thy footſteps ſlide with clotted froſt, 35 
Strike off the breaking balls againſt the poſt. 
On ſilent wheel the paſſing coaches roll; 

Ott” look behind, and ward the threatning pole. 
In harden'd orbs the ſchool- boy moulds the ſnow, 
To mark the coachman with a dextrous throw. 3} 
Why do ye, boys, the kennel's ſurface ſpread, 
To tempt with faithleſs paſs the matron's tread ? 
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How can ye laugh to ſee the damſel ſpurn, 

ink in your frauds, and her green ſtocking mourn ? 9 
At White's the harneſs d chairman idly ſtands, 335 1 
And ſwings around his waſte his tingling hands: 
The ſempſtreſs ſpeeds to Change with red-tipt noſe ; 
The Belgian ſtove beneath her footſtool glows ; 
In half-whipt muſlin needles uſeleſs lie,“ 
\nd thuttle-cocks acroſs the counter fly. 340 
Theſe ſports warm harmleſs ; why then will ye prove, 
Deluded maids, the dang'rous flame of love? 
Where Covent-gerden's famous temple ſtands, 
hat boaſts the work of Fones' immortal hands; 
Columns with plain magnificence appear, 345 
ind graceſul porches lead along the ſquare : 
Here oft” my courſe I bend, when lo! from far, 
I ſpy the furies of the foot-ball war: 
The 'prentice quits his ſhop, to join the crew, 
Encreaſing crouds the flying game purſue. 350 
Thus, as you roll the ball o'er ſnowy ground, 
he gath'ring globe augments with ev'ry round. 
But whither ſhall T run ? the throng draws nigh, 
The ball now ſkims the ſtreet, now ſoars on high ; 
The dextr'ous glazier ſtrong returns the bound, 355 
ind jingling ſaſhes on the pent-houſe ſound. 

O roving Muſe, recal that wond'rous year, 
When winter reign'd in bleak Britannia's air; 
When hoary Thames, with froſted oziers crown'd, 
Was three long moons in icy fetters bound. 360 
The waterman, forlorn along the ſhore, 
Penſive reclines upon his uſeleſs oar, 
dees harneſs d ſteeds deſert the ſtony town; 
And wander roads unſtable, not their own : 
Wheels o'er the harden'd waters ſmoothly glide, 365 
And raiſe with whiten'd tracks the ſlipp'ry tide. 
Here the fat cook piles high the blazing fire, 
nd ſcarce the ſpit can turn the ſteer entire, 
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Booths ſudden hide the Thames, long ſtreets appear, 
And num'rous games proclaim the crouded fair. 7, 
So when a gen'ral bids the martial train 
Spread their encampment o'er the ſpacious plain; 
T hick-riſing tents a canvas city build, 
And the loud dice reſound thro' all the field. 
"Twas here the matron found a doleful fate: 3\; 
Let elegiac lay the woe relate, 
Soft as the breath of diſtant flutes, at hours 
When ſilent ev'ning cloſes up the flow'rs ; 
Lulling as falling water's hollow noiſe; 
Indulging grief, like Philomela's voice. 35 
Doll ev'ry day had walk'd theſe treach'rous roads; 
Her neck grew warpt beneath autumnal loads 
Of various fruit ; ſhe now a baſket bore, 
That head; alas! ſhall baſket bear no more. 
Each booth ſhe frequent paſt, in queſt of gain, 35 
And boys with pleaſure heard her ſhrilling ſtrain. 
Ah Doll! all mortals muſt reſign their breath, 
And induſtry itſelf ſubmit to death! 
The cracking cryſtal yields, ſhe ſinks, ſhe dies, 
Her head, chopt off, from her loſt ſhoulders flies; 19 
Pippins ſhe cry'd, but death her voice confounds, 
And pip-pip-pip along the ice reſounds. 
So when the Thracian furies Orpheus tore, 
Andleft his bleeding trunk deform'd with gore, 
His ſever'd head floats down the ſilver tide, 305 
His yet warm tongue for his loſt conſort cry'd ; 
Eurydice with quiv'ring voice he mourn'd, 
And Heber's banks Eurydice return'd. 
But now the weſtern gale the flood unbinds, 
And black'ning clouds move on with warmer wind), 


The wooden town its frail foundation leaves, 40 


And Thames full urn rolls down his plenteous waves; 

From ev'ry penthouſe ſtreams the fleeting ſnow, 

And with diſſolving froſt the pavements flow. 
| '  Experienc\ 
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Experienc'd men, inur'd to city ways, 405 
Need not the Calendar to count their days, 
When through the town with ſlow and ſolemn air, 
Led by the noſtril, walks the muzled bear ; 
Behind him moves majeſtically dull, 
The pride of Hockley-hole, the ſurly bull; 410 
Learn hence the periods of the week to name, 
Mondays and Thurſdays are the days of game. 

When fiſhy ſtalls with double ſtore are laid; 
The golden-belly'd carp, the broad finn'd maid, 
Red-ſpeckled trouts, the ſalmon's filver joul, 415 
The jointed lobſter, and unſcaly ſoale, 
And luſcious *ſcallops, to allure the taſtes 


| Of rigid zealots to delicious faſts ; 


Wedneſdays and Fridays you'll obſerve from hence, 
Days, when our fires were doom'd to abſtinence. 420 
When dirty waters from balconies drop, 
And dext'rous damſels twirle the ſprinkling mop, 
And cleanſe the ſpatter'd ſaſh, and ſcrub the ſtairs ; 
Know Saturday's concluſive morn appears. 
Succeſlive cries the ſeaſons change declare, 425 
And mark the monthly progreſs of the year. 
Hark, how the ſtrects with treble voices ring, 
To fell the bounteous product of the ſpring ! 
dyeet-ſmelling flow'rs, and elder's early bud, 
With nettle's tender ſhoots, to cleanſe the blood: 430 
And when June's thunder cools the ſultry ſkies, 
Ev'n Sundays are prophan d by mackrel cries. 
Wallnuts the fruit'rer's hand, in autumn, ſtain, 


| Blue plumbs and juicy pears augment his gain; 


Next oranges the longing boys entice, 435 


| To truſt their copper fortunes to the dice. 


When roſemary, and bays the Poet's crown, 


Are bawl'd, in frequent cries, through all the town, 

{ Then judge the feſtival of Chriſimas near, 

| Chriſtmas, the joy ous period of the year. 440 
— — 
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Now with bright holly all your temples ſtrow, 
With laurel green, and facred miſletoe. 
Now, heav'n-born Charity, thy bleſſings fhed ; 
Bid meagre Want uprear her ſickly head : 
Bid ſhiv'ring limbs be warm ; let plenty's bowl 44; 
In humble roofs make glad the needy foul. | 
Sce, ſee, the heav'n born maid her bleſſings ſhed ; 
Lo! meagre Want uprears her ſickly head; 
Cloath'd are the naked, and the needy glad, 
While ſelfiſn Avarice alone is fad. 40 
Proud coaches paſs, regardleſs of the moan 
Of infant orphans, and the widow's groan ; 
While Charity ſtill moves the walker's mind, 
His lib'ral purſe relieves the lame and blind. 
Tudiciouſly thy half-pence are beſtow'd, — 
Where the laborious beggar ſweeps the road. 
Whate'er you give, give ever at demand, 
Nor let old- age long ſtretch his palſy'd hand. 
Ihoſe who give late, are importun'd each day, 
And till are teaz d, becauſe they ſtill delay. 400 
If e' er the miſer durſt his farthings ſpare, 
He thinly ſpreads them through the publick ſquare, 
Where, all beſide the rail, rang'd beggars lie, 
And from each other catch the doleful cry ; 
With heav'n, for two-pence, cheaply wipes his ſcore, 
Litis up his eyes, and haſtes to beggar more. 400 
Where the braſs knocker, wrapt in flannel band, 
Ferbids the thunder of the footman's hand; 
Ih upholder, rueful harbinger of death, 
Waits with impatience for the dying breath; 47¹ 
As vultures, o'er a camp, with hov'ring flight, 
Snuff up the future carnage of the fight. 
Here canſt thou paſs, unmindful of a pray'r, 
That heav'n in mercy may thy brother ſpare ? 

Come F* * ſincere, experienc'd friend, 475 
Thy briefs, thy deeds, and ev'n thy ſees * a 
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There Cecil's, Bedford 's, Villers, now no more. 


Upon your ſtate what happineſs attends! 


Nor for your ſhilling chairmen fling ther potes ; 


1 192 by 
Come let us leave the Temple's ſilent walls, —_ 
Me bus'neſs to my diſtant lodging calls: | bib 
Through the long Strand together let us ſtray : 9 
With thee converſing I forget the way. 480 p! 


Behold that narrow ſtreet which ſteep deſcends, 

Whoſe building to the ſlimy ſhore extends ; 

Here Arundel's fam'd ſtructure rear'd its frame, 

The ſtreet alone retains an empty name : 

Where Titian's glowing paint the canvas warm'd, 483 
And Raphael's fair deſign, with judgment, charm'd, 
Now hangs the bell-man's ſong, and paſted here 

The colour'd prints of Overton appear. 

Where ſtatues breath'd, the work of Phidias' hands, 

A wooden pump, or lonely watch-houſe ſtands. 490 
There Eſex ſtately pile adorn'd the ſhore, 


Yet Burlingtor's fair palace ſtill remains; 

Beauty within, without proportion reigns. 

Beneath his eye declining art revives, 495 

The wall with animated picture lives; 

There Handel ſtrikes the ſtrings, the melting ſtrain 

Tranſports the foul, and thrills through ev'ry vein 

There oft” I enter (but with cleaner ſhoes) 

For Burlington's belov'd by ev'ry Muſe. - £0 
O ye aſſociate walkers, O my friends, 


What, though no coach to frequent viſit rolls, 


Yet ſtill your nerves rhumatic pains defye, 80; 

Nor lazy jaundice dulls your ſaffron eye; 

No waſting cough diſcharges ſounds of death; 

Nor wheezing aſthma heaves in vain for breath: 

Nor from your reſtleſs couch is heard the groan 

Of burning gout, or ſedentary ſtone. 510 

Let others in the joluing coach conſide, 

Or in the leaky boat the Thames divide 
F 2 Or, 
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Or, box'd within the chair, contemn the ſtreet, 

And truft their ſafety to another's feet, 

Still let me walk; for oft the ſydden gale 313 
Ruffles the tide, and ſhifts the dang' rous fail. 

Then ſhall the paſſenger too late deplore 

The whelming billow, and the faithleſs oar : 

The drunken chairman in the kennel ſpurns, 

The glaſſes ſhatters, and his charge o'erturns. 520 
Who can recount the coach's various harms, 


The legs disjointed, and the broken arms? 


I've ſeen a beau, in ſome ill-fated hour, 
When o'er the ſtones choak d kennels ſwell the ſhow'r 
In gilded chariot loll ; he with diſdain 525 
Views ſpatter'd paſſengers all drench'd in rain; 
With mud fill'd high the rumbling cart draws near, 
Now rule thy prancing ſteeds, lac'd charioteer ! 
The duſtman laſhes on with ſpiteful rage, 


His pond'rous ſpokes thy painted wheel engage, $30 


Cruſh'd is thy pride, down falls the ſhrieking beau, 
The ſlabby pavement cryſtal fragments ſtrow, 
Black floods of mire th* embroider'd coat diſgrace, 
And mud enwraps the honours of his face. 
So when dread Jove the ſon of Phebus hurl'd, $35 
Scarr'd with dark thunder, to the nether world; 
The headftrong courſers tore the ſilver reins, 
And the ſun's beamy ruin gilds the plains. 

If the pale walker pant with weak ning ills, 
His ſickly hand is ſtor d with friendly bills: $40 
From hence he learns the ſeventh-born doQor's fame, 


From hence he learns the cheapeſt tailor's name. 


Shall the large mutton ſmoak upon your boards ? 
Such Newgate's copious market beſt affords. 
Would'ſt thou with mighty beef augment thy meal? 
Seek Leaden-hall ; St. James's ſends thee veal. 540 
Thames-ſireet gives cheeſes ; Covent-garden fruits; 


Moor-fields old books; and Monmouth-/treet old ſuits. 


Hence 
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Hence may ſt thou well ſupply the wants of life, 
Support thy family, and cloath thy wife. 550 
Volumes, on ſhelter'd ſtalls expanded lye, 
And various ſcience lures the learned eye; 
The bending ſhelves with pond'rous ſcholiaſts groan, 
And deep divines to modern ſhops unknown : 
Here, like the bee, that on induſtrious wing 555 
Collects the various odours of the ſpring, 
Walkers, at leiſure, learning's flow'rs may ſpoil, 
Nor watch the waſting of the midnight oil, 
May morals ſnatch from Plutarch's tatter'd page, 
A mildew'd Bacon, or Stagyra's ſage. 568 
Here ſaunt'ring prentices o'er Orzvay weep, 
Oer Congreve ſmile, or over D*“ ſleep; 
Pleas d ſempſtreſſes the Lechs fam d Rape unfold, 
And + Squirts read Garth, 'till apozems grow cold. 
O Lintet, let my labours obvious lie, 565 
Rang'd on thy ſtall, for ev'ry curious eye; 
$0 ſhall the poor theſe precepts gratis know, 
And to my verſe their future ſafeties owe. 
What walker ſhall his mean ambition fin 
On the falſe luſtre of a coach and ſix ? $70 
Let the vain virgin, lur'd by glaring ſhow, 
digh for the liv'ries of th' embroider'd beau. 
See yon bright chariot on its harneſs ſwing, 
With Flanders mares, and on an arched fpring ; 
That wretch to gain an equipage and place, 575 
Betray'd his ſiſter to a lewd embrace. 
This coach that with the blazon'd 'ſcutcheon glows, 
Vain of his unknown race, the coxcomb ſhows. 
Here the brib'd lawyer, ſunk in velvet ſleeps; 
The ſtarving orphan, as he paſſes, weeps ; 8 80 
There flames a fool, begirt with tinſell'd ſlaves, 
Who waſtes the wealth of a whole race of knaves. 


I The name of an Apothecary's boy, in the Poem of the 
Diſpenſary. | 
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That other, with a cluſtring train behind, 


Owes his new honours to a ſordid mind. 
This next in court-fidelity excels 

The publick rifles, and his country ſells. 
May the proud chariot never be my fate, 
If purchas'd at fo mean, ſo dear a rate; 
O rather give me ſweet content on foot, 
Wrapt in my virtue, and a good Surtout ! 


585 


Of walking the Streets by Night. 


Trivia Goddeſs, leave theſe low abodes, 
And traverſe o'er the wide ethereal roads, 

Celeſtial Queen, put on thy robes of light, 

Now Cynthia nam'd, fair regent of the night. 

At ſight of thee the villain ſheaths his ſword, 

Nor icales the wall, to ſteal the wealthy hoard. 

O may thy ſilver lamp from heavn's high bow'r 

Direct my footſteps in the midnight hour! 

When night firit bids the twinkling ſtars appear, 


Or with her cloudy veſt inwraps the air, 


"i hen ſwarms the buſie ſtreet ; with caution tread, 
Where the ſhop-windows falling threat thy head ; 
Now lab'rers home return, and join their ſtrength 

To bear the tott ring plank, or ladder's length; 


Still fix thy eyes intent upon the throng, 
And as the paſſes open, wind along. 


Where the fair columns of St. Clement ſtand, 
Whoſe ſtraiten'd bounds encroach upon the Strand; 
Where the low penthouſe bows the walker's head, 


10 


15 


And the rough pavement wounds the yielding tread; 


Where not a poſt protects the narrow ſpace, 
And ſtrung in twines, combs dangle in thy face; 
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Summon at once thy courage, rouze thy care, 

Stand firm, look back, be reſolute, beware. 

Forth iſſuing from ſteep lanes, the collier's ſteeds 25 
Drag the black load ; another cart ſucceeds, 

Team follows team, crouds heap'd on crouds appear, 
And wait impatient, till the road grow clear. 

Now all the pavement ſounds with trampling feet, 

And the mixt hurry barricades the ſtreet. 30 
Entangled here, the waggon's lengthen'd team 
Cracks the tough harneſs; here a pond'rous beam 
Lies overturn'd athwart ; for ſlaughter fed 

Here lowing, bullocks rais'd their horned head. 
Now oaths grow loud, with coaches coaches jar, 35 
And the ſmart blow provokes the ſturdy war ; 

From the high box they whirl the thong around, 

And with the twining laſh their ſhins reſound : 

Their rage ferments, more dang'rous wounds they try, 
And the blood guſhes down their painful eye. 40 
And now on foot the frowning warriors light, 

And with their pond'rous fiſts renew the ſight; 


Blow anſwers blow, their cheeks are ſmear'd with. 
blood, 


Till down they fall, and grappling roll in mud. 

So when two boars, in wild“ Nene bred, 45 

Or on Weſtphalia's fatt'ning cheſt-nuts fed. 

Gnaſh their ſharp tuſks, and rous'd with equal fire, 

Diſpute the reign of ſome luxurious mire ; 

In the black flood they wallow o'er and o'er, 

Till their arm'd jaws diſtil with foam and gore. 
Where the mob gathers, ſwiftly ſhoot along, 

Nor idly mingle in the noiſy throng. 

Lur'd by the ſilver hilt, amid the ſwarm, 

The ſubtil artiſt will thy ſide difarm. 

Nor is thy flaxen wigg with ſafety worn ; 

High on the ſhoulder, in a baſket borne 


Neu Foreſt in Hampſbire, anciently ſo called, 
_ F 4 Lurks 
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Lurks the ſly boy; whoſe hand to rapine bred, 
Plucks off the curling honours of thy head. 
Here dives the ſkulking thief, with practis'd ſlight, 
And unſelt fingers make thy pocket light. 60 
Where's now thy watch, with all its trinkets, flown ? 
And thy late ſnuff-box is no more thy own. 
But lo! his bolder thefts ſome tradeſman ſpies, 
Swift from his prey the ſcudding lurcher flies; 
Dext'rous he ſcapes the coach with nimble bounds, 6; 
_ Whilſt ev'ry honeſt tongue /top thief reſounds. 
So ſpeeds the wily fox, alarm'd by fear, 
Who lately filch'd the turkey's callow care; 
Hounds following hounds, grow louder as he flies, 
And injur'd tenants join the hunter's cries. 70 
Breathleſs he ſtumbling falls: IIl-fated boy! 
Why did not honeſt work thy youth employ ? 
Seiz'd by rough hands, he's dragg'd amid the rout, 
And ftretch'd beneath the pump's inceſſant ſpout : 
Or plung'd in miry ponds, he gaſping lies, 0 
Mud choaks his mouth, and plaiſters o'er his eyes. 
Let not the ballad-finger's ſhrilling ſtrain 

Amid the ſwarm thy liſt'ning ear detain : 
Guard well thy pocket ; for theſe Syrens ſtand, 
To aid the labours of the diving hand; 80 
Confed'rate in the cheat, they draw the throng, 
And cambrick handkerchiefs reward the ſong. 
But ſoon as coach or cart drives rattling on, 
The rabble part, in ſhoals they backward run. * 
So Fove's loud bolts the mingled war divide, 85 
And Greece and Trey retreat on either ſide. 

If the rude throng pour on with furious pace, 
And hap to break thee from a friend's embrace, 
Stop ſhort ; nor ſtruggle through the croud in vain ; 
But watch with careful eye the paſſing train. 90 
Yet I (perhaps too fond) if chance the tide 


Tumultuous bear my partner from my ſide, a 
Impatiem 
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Impatient venture back; deſpiſing harm, 1 
I force my paſſage where the thickeſt ſwarm, 8 
Thus his loſt bride the Trojan ſought in vain 95 «A bl 
Through night, and arms, and flames, and hills of lain "of 
Thus NMiſus wander'd o'er the pathleſs grove, : ll 


To find the brave companion of his love, 
The pathleſs grove in vain he wanders o'er: 


Euryalus, alas! is now no more. 260 LI 

That walker who regardleſs of his pace, ul 
Turns oft' to pore upon the damſel's face, 1 
From fide to fide by thruſting elbows toſt, | 1 
Shall ſtrike his aking breaſt againſt the poſt ; 1 
Or water, daſh'd from fiſny ſtalls, ſhall ſtain we 1 
His hapleſs coat with ſpirts of ſcaly rain. 1 
But if unwarily he chance to ſtray, 1 
Where twirling turnſtiles intercept the way, | } [! 


The thwarting paſſenger ſhall force them round, | 
And beat the wretch half breathleſs to the ground. 110 

Let conſtant vigilance thy footſteps guide, 
And wary circumſpection guard thy fide ; : 
Then ſhalt thou walk unharm'd the dang'rous night, \ 
Nor need th' officious link-boy's ſmoaky light. Et 
Thou never wilt attempt to croſs the road, 115 1 * 
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Where alehouſe benches reſt the-porter's load, 
Grievous to heedleſs ſhins ; no barrow's wheel, MW 
That bruiſes oft' the truant ſchool-boy's heel, Li h | 
Behind thee rolling, with inſidious pace, | | 
Shall mark thy ſtocking with a miry trace. 120 i 1 
Let not thy vent'rous ſteps approach too nigh, Tb 
Where gaping wide, low ſteepy cellars lie; ! 
Should thy ſhoe wrench aſide, down, down you fall 1 
And overturn the ſcolding huckſter's ſtall, ul 
The ſcolding huckſter ſhall not o'er thee moan, © 125 Wy. 
But pence exact for nuts and pears o'erthrown. wy. 
Though you through cleanlier allies wind by day, N 
To ſhun the hurries of the publick way, 1 
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Yet ne'er to thoſe dark paths by night retire; 
Mind only ſafety, and contemn the mire. 130 
Then no impervious courts thy haſte detain, 
Nor ſneering ale-wives bid thee turn again. 

Where Lincoln's-Imn, wide ſpace, is rail'd around, 
Croſs not with vent'rous ſtep ; there oft' is found 
The lurking thief, who while the day-light ſhone, 135 
Made the walls eccho with his begging tone: 
That crutch which late compaſſion mov'd, ſhall wound 
Thy bleeding head, and fell thee to the ground. 
Though thou art tempted by the link-man's call, 
Yet truſt him not along the lonely wall; 140 
In the mid-way he'll quench the flaming brand, 
And thare the booty with the pilf ring band. 
Still keep the publick ſtreets, where oily rays 
Shot from the cryſtal lamp, o'erfpread the ways. 

Happy Augu/la ! law-defended town! 145 
Here no dark lanthorns ſhade the villain's frown ; 
No Spaniſh jealouſies thy lanes inſeſt, 
Nor Roman vengeance ſtabs th' unwary breaſt; 
Here tyranny ne'er lifts her purple hand, 


But liberty and juſtice guard the land; 150 


No bravos here profeſs the bloody trade, 
Nor is the church the murd'rer's refuge made. 
Let not the chairman with aſſuming ſtride, 

Preſs near the wall, and rudely thruſt thy ſide: 

The laws have ſet him bounds ; his ſervile feet 155 
Should ne'er encroach where poſts defend the ſtreet. 
Yet who the footman's arrogance can quell, 

Whoſe flambeau gilds the ſaſhes of Pell-mel!, 

When in long rank a train of torches flame, 

To light the midnight viſits of the dame ? 169 
Others, perhaps, by happier guidance led, 

May where the chairman reſts, with fafety tread ; 
Whene'er I paſs, their poles unſeen below, 

Make my knee tremble with the jarring blow. 
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If wheels bar up the road, where ſtreets are croſt, 165 
With gentle words the coachman's ear accoſt: 1 
He ne er the threat or harſh command obeys, 1 
But with contempt the ſpatter'd ſhoe ſurveys. ö 

Now man with utmoſt fortitude thy ſoul, 9 
To croſs the way where carts and coaches roll; 170 f 
Yet do not in thy hardy ſkill confide; bs 
Nor raſhly riſque the kennel's ſpacious ſtride | 4 

' i 
55 


Stay till afar the diſtant wheel you hear, i 
Like dying thunder in. the breaking air ; ms 
Thy foot will ſlide upon the miry ſtone, 175 "8 
And paſling coaches cruſh thy tortur'd bone, 7 
Or wheels encloſe the road; on either hand 28 
Pent round with perils, in the midſt you ſtand, {8 
And call for aid in vain ; the coach-man ſwears, | 
And car-men drive, unmindful of thy pray'rs. 180 
Where wilt thou turn? ah! whither wilt thou fly? 

On ev'ry ſide the preſſing ſpokes are nigh. 

So failors, while Charybdis gulph they ſhun, 

Amaz'd, on Scylla's craggy dangers run. 

Be ſure obſerve where brown Oftrea ftands, 183 
Who boaſts her ſhelly ware from Wallſleet ſands ; 
There may'ſt thou paſs, with ſafe unmiry feet, 

Where the rais'd pavement leads athwart the ſtreet. 

If where Fleet-ditch with muddy current flows, 

You chance to roam; where oyſter-tubs n rows 190 
Are rang'd beſide the polts ; there ſtay thy haſte, 

And with the ſav'ry fiſh indulge thy taſte : 

The damſel's knife the gaping ſhell commands, 

While the ſalt liquor ſtreams between her tands. 

The man had ſure a palate cover'd o'er 193 
With braſs or ſteel, that on the rocky ſhore 
Firſt broke the oozy oyſter's pearly coat, 

And riſqu'd the living morſel down his throat. 

What will not lux'ry taſte ? Earth, ſea aud air 

Are daily ranfack'6 tor the bill 01 tare, 200 
| Blood 
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Blood ſtuff d in ſkins is Britiſh chriſtians food, 
And France robs marſhes of the croaking brood ; 
Spongy morels in ſtrong ragouſts are found, 
And in the ſoupe the ſlimy ſnail is drown'd. 

When from high ſpouts the daſhing torrents fall, 
Ever be watchful to maintain the wall; 206 
For ſhould'ſt thou quit thy ground, the ruſhing throng 
Will with impetuous fury drive along ; 

All preſs to gain thoſe honours thou haſt loſt, 

And rudely ſhove thee far without the poſt. 210 
Then to retrieve the ſhed you ſtrive in vain, 

Draggl'd all o'er, and ſoak'd in floods of rain. 

Yet rather bear the ſhow'r and toils of mud, 

Than in the doubtful quarrel riſque thy blood. 

O think on OEdipus deteſted ſtate, 215 
And by his foes be warn'd to ſhun thy fate. 

Where three roads join'd, he met his fire unknown; 
(Unhappy fire, but more unhappy ſon !) 

Each claim'd the way, their ſwords the ſtrife decide, 
The hoary monarch fell, he groan'd and dy'd! 220 
Hence ſprung the fatal plague that thin'd thy reign, 
Thy curſed inceſt ! and thy children ſlain ! 

Hence wert thou doom'd in endleſs night to ſtray 
Through Theban ſtreets, and chearleſs grope thy way. 

Contemplate, mortal, on thy fleeting years; 225 
See, with black train the fun'ral pomp appears! 
Whether ſome heir attends in ſable ſtate, 

And mourns with outward grief a parent's fate ; 
Or the fair virgin, nipt in beauty's bloom. 
A croud of lovers follow to her tomb. | 230 
Why is the herſe with 'ſcutcheons blazon'd round, 
And with the nodding plume of Oftrich crown'd ? 
No: The dead know it not, nor profit gain; 
It only ſerves to prove the living vain. 
How ſhort is life! how frail is human truſt ! 335 
Is all this pomp for laying duſt to duſt. 

Where 
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Where the nail'd hoop defends the painted ſtall, 

Bruſh not thy ſweeping ſkirt too near the wall ; 

Thy heedleſs ſleeve will drink the colour d oil, 

And ſpot indelible thy pocket ſoil. 240 
Has not wiſe nature ſtrung the legs and feet 
With firmeſt nerves, deſign'd to walk the ſtreet ? 
Has ſhe not given us hands, to grope aright, 
Amidſt the frequent dangers of the night? 

And think'ſt thou not the double noſtril meant, 
To warn from oily woes by previous ſcent ? 

* Who can the various City frauds recite, 
With all the petty rapines of the night ? 

Who now the Guinea-dropper's bait regards, 
Trick'd by the ſharper's dice, or juggler's cards? 258 
Why ſhould I warn thee ne'er to join the fray, 
Where the ſham-quarrel interrupts the way ? 

Lives there in theſe our days fo ſoft a clown, 
Brav'd by the bully's oaths, or threat'ning frown ? 
| need not ſtrict enjoyn the pocket's care, 
When from the crouded play thou lead'ſt the fair; 
Who has not here, or watch, or ſnuff-box loſt, 

Or handkerchiefs that India's ſhuttle boaſt ? 

O! may thy virtue guard thee through the roads 
Of Drury's mazy courts, and dark abodes, 260 
The harlot's guileful paths, who nightly ſtand, 
Where Katharine-ſtreet deſcends into the Strand. 
Say, vagrant Muſe, their wiles and ſubtil arts, 

To lure the ſtranger's unſuſpecting hearts 
So ſhall our youth on healthful ſinews tread, 
And city cheeks grow warm with rural red. 
Tis ſhe who nightly ſtrolls with ſaunt'ring pace, 
No ſtubborn ſtays her yielding ſhape embrace ; 


245 


255 


265 


Beneath the lamp her tawdry ribbons glare, 269 


The new-ſcower'd manteau, and the flattern air; 


* Faria cheats formerly in pradice. 
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High-draggled petticoats her travels ſhow, 
And hollow cheeks with artful bluſhes glow ; 
With flatt'ring ſounds ſhe ſooths the cred'lous ear, 
My noble captain! charmer ! love! my dear! 
In riding-hood near tavern-doors ſhe plies, 275 
Or muffled pinners hide her livid eyes. | 
With empty bandbox ſhe delights to range, 
And feigns a diſtant errand from the Change; 
Nay, ſhe will oft the Quaker's hood prophane, 
And trudge demure the rounds of Drury-/ane. 280 
She darts from ſarſnet ambuſh wily leers, 
Twitches thy ſleeve, or with familiar airs 
Her fan will pat thy cheek ; theſe ſnares diſdain, 
Nor gaze behind thee, when ſhe turns again. 

knew a yeoman, who for thirſt of gain, 285 
To the great city drove from Devon's plain 
His num'rous lowing herd; his herds he ſold, 
And his deep leathern pocket bagg d with gold; 
Drawn by a fraudful nymph, he gaz'd, he ſigh'd; 
Unmindiul of his home, and diſtant bride, 2990 
She leads the willing victim to his doom, 
Through winding alleys to her cobweb room. 
Thence thro' the ſtreet he reels, from poſt to poſt, 
Valiant with wine, nor knows his treaſure loſt. 
The vagrant wretch th' aſſembled watchmen ſpies, 295; 
He waves his hanger, and their poles dehes ; 
Deep in the Round-houſe pent, all night he ſnores, 
And the next morn in vain his fate deplores. 

Ah haplets ſwain, unus'd to pains and ills ! 
Cant: thou forgo roaſt- beef for nauſeous pills? 300 
How wilt thou lift to heav'n thy eyes and hands, 
When the long ſcroll the ſurgeon's fees demands! 
Or elſe (ye Gods avert that Worſt diſgrace) 
Thy ruin'd noſe falls level with thy face, 
Then ſhall thy wife thy loathſome kiſs diſdain, 305 
And wholeſome neighbours from thy mug refrain. 1 
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Yet there are watchmen, who with friendly light 

Will teach thy reeling ſteps to tread aright ; 

For ſixpence will ſupport thy helpleſs arm, 

And home conduct thee, fafe from nightly harm; 310 

But if they ſhake their lanthorns, from afar 

To call their breth'ren to confed'rate war 

When rakes reſiſt their pow'r; if hapleſs you 

Should chance to wander with the fcow'ring crew ; 

Though fortune yield thee captive, ne'er deſpair, 315 

But ſeek the conſtable's conſid'rate ear; 

He will reverſe the watchman's harſh decree, 

Mov'd by the rhet'rick of a ſilver fee. 

Thus would you gain ſome fav'rite courtier's word ; 

Fee not the petty clarks, but bribe my Lord. 
Now is the time that rakes their revels keep; 

Kindlers of riot, enemies of ſleep. 

His ſcatter'd pence the flying + Nicker flings, 

And with the copper ſhow'r the caſement rings. 

Who has not heard the Scozwrer's midnight fame? 325 

Who has not trembled at the Mobocł's name? 

Was there a watchman took his hourly rounds, 

Safe from their blows, or new-invented wounds ? 

[ paſs their deſp'rate deeds, and miſchiefs done 

Where from Snoro-hill black ſteepy torrents run; 330 

How matrons, hoop'd within the hogſhead's womb, 

Were tumbled furious thence, the rolling tomb 

Oer the ſtones thunders, bounds from ſide to ſide, 

So Regulus to ſave bis country dy'd. | 
Where a dim gleam the paly lanthorn throws 23g 

O'er the mid pavement, heapy rubbiſh grows ; 

Or arched vaults their gaping jaws extend, 

Or the dark caves to common-ſhores deſcend. 

Oft by the winds extinct the ſignal lies, 

Or ſmother'd in the glimmering ſocket dies 


320 


340 


+ Gentlemen, wha delighted to break windows avith 
baif-pence. | 
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Ere night has half roll'd round her ebon throne ; 

In the wide gulph the ſhatter'd coach o'erthrown 
Sinks with the ſnorting ſteeds; the reins are broke, 
And from the crackling axle flies the ſpoke. 

So when fam'd Edayftone's far-ſhooting ray, 345 
That led the failor through the ſtormy way, 

Was from its rocky roots by billows torn, 

And the high turret in the whirlewind borne, 

Fleets bulg'd their ſides againſt the craggy land, 


And pitchy ruins blacken'd all the ſtrand. 350 
Who then through night would hire the harneſs'd 
ſteed ? 


And who would chooſe the rattling wheel for ſpeed ? 
But hark! diſtreſs with ſcreaming voice draws nigh'r 

And wakes the flumb'ring ſtreet with cries of fire. 

At firſt a glowing red enwraps the ſkies, 355 

And borne by winds the ſcatt'ring ſparks ariſe ; 

From beam to beam the fierce contagion ſpreads ; 

The ſpiry flames now lift aloft their heads, 

Through the burſt ſaſh a blazing deluge pours, 

And ſplitting tiles deſcend in rattling ſhow'rs. 360 

Now with thick crouds th' enlighten'd pavement 

ſwarms, 

The fireman ſweats beneath his crooked arms, 

A leathern caſque his vent'rous head defends, 

Boldly he climbs where thickeſt ſmoak aſcends ; 

Mov'd by the mother's ſtreaming eyes and pray'rs, 

The helpleſs infant through the flame he bears, 366 

With no leſs virtue, than through hoſtile fire 

The Dardan hero bore his aged fire. 

See forceful engines ſpout their levell'd ſtreams, 

To quench the blaze that runs along the beams ; 

The grappling hook plucks rafters from the walls, 373 

And heaps on heaps the ſmoaky ruin falls, 

Blewn by ſtrong winds the fiery tempeſt roars, 


Bears down new walls, and pours along the * 
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The Heav'ns are all a-blaze, the face of night 375 
Is cover d with a ſanguine dreadful light: 
Twas ſuch a light involv'd thy tow'rs, O Rome, 
The dire preſage of mighty Cæſars doom, 
When the fun veil'd in ruſt his mourning head, 
And frightful prodigies the ſkies o'erſpread. 
Hark! the drum thunders! far, ye crouds, retire: 381 
Behold! the ready match is tipt with fire, 
The nitrous ſtore 1s laid, the ſmutty train 
With running blaze awakes the barrell'd grain ; 
Flames ſudden wrap the walls; with ſullen ſound 
The ſhatter'd pile ſinks on the ſmoaky ground. 386 
So when the years ſhall have revolv'd the date, 
Th' inevitable hour of Naples fate, 
Her ſapp'd foundations ſhall wich thunders ſhake, 
And heave and toſs upon the ſulph'tous lake; 390 
Earth's womb at once the fiery flood ſhall rend, 
And in th' abyſs her plunging cows deſcend. 
Confider, eader, what fatigues I've known, 
The toils, the perils of the wintry town; 
What riots ſeen, what buſtling crouds I bor'd, 395 
How oft I croſs'd where carts and coaches roar'd ; 
Yet ſhall I bleſs my labours, if mankind 
Their future ſafety from my dangers find. 
Thus the bold traveller, (inur'd to toil, 
Whoſe ſteps have printed Aſia's deſert ſoil, 
The barb'rous Arabs haunt ; or ſhiv'ring croſt 401 
Dark Greenland's mountains of eternal froſt ; 
Whom providence in length of years reſtores 
To the wiſh'd harbour of his native ſhores ;) 
vets forth his journals to the publick view, 
To caution, by his woes, the wandring crew. 46 
And now compleat my gen'rous labours lye, 
Finiſh'd, and ripe for immortality. 
Death 
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Death ſhall entomb in duſt this mould' ring frame, 
But never reach th' eternal part, my fame. 

When and G* ®, mighty names, are dead; 411 
Or but at Chelſea under cuſtards read; 

When Critick crazy bandboxes repair. 

And Tragedies, turn'd rockets, bounce in air; 
High-rais'd on Fleet-/treet poſts, conſign'd to fame, 
This work ſhall ſhine, and walkers bleſs my name.416 


INDEX, 


— 


An! 


* 


Uthor, for whom he 
wrote the poem 
Book 1 Verſe 119 
Aſſes their arrogance 2, 13 
Ariadne's clue 2, 83 
Alley, the pleaſure of walk- 
ing in one, „ #71 
Almanacks, uſeleſs to judi- 
cious walkers, 2, 406 
Autumn, what cries then 
in uſe, 2, 434 
Arundel-ſtreet, 2, 484 
Author, his wiſh, 2, 587 
Alley, not to be walk'd in 


by night, 3» 127 
- | 


Bavaroy, by whom worn, 


I, 53 

Brokers Keep coaches 
I, 117 

Bookſeller, fkilld in the 
weather, I, 161 
Barber, by whom to be 
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Fire, the deſcription of 
one, eee ig "jFY 
Fire-man, his virtue, 
| 35 362 
Fire- engines, 3, 369 


Father, the happineſs of a 
child who knows his 
own. 2, 177 

Female-walkers, what ne- 
ceſſary for them, 1, 209 


G 
Gameſter, his chariot de- 
ſcribed, 1, 115 
Glaſier, his ſkill at foot- 


ball, 2, 355 
Guinea-droppers, 3, 249 


H 


Health acquir'd by walk- 
ing, 1, 69 
Holland, the ſtreets of that 
country deſcribed, 1, 87 
Hoſier's poles, what ob- 
ſerved by them, 1, 165 
Hawker, 


118 


Hawker, at what time he 

cries news, 2, 21 
Horſes, like Parthians, 

2 294 

Hands, their uſe, 3, 241 
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THE 


PREFACE. 


S I am the firſt who have introduced this kind of 


Dramatick entertainment upon the ſtage, I think 

it abſolutely neceſſary to ſay ſomething by way of 
Preface, rot only to ſhew the nature of it, but to anſwer 
ſome objefions that have been already rais'd againſt it by 
the graver ſort of Wits, and other intereſted people. 

We have often had Tragi-Comedies upon the Englith 
Theatre with ſucceſs - but in that fart of compoſition the 
Tragedy and Comedy art in diſliat Scenes, and may be eu- 
fily ſeparated from each other. But the whole Art of the 
Tragi-Comi-Paſtoral-Farce lies in inter weaving the e- 
deral kinds of the Drama with each other, ſo tat it ey 
cannot be diſtinguiſh'd or ſeparated. | 

The objections that are raisd againſt it as a Tragedy, 
are as folloto. 

Firſt, As to the Plot, they deny it to be Tragical, becauſe 
its cataſtrophe is a wedding, which hath ever been account- 


ed Comical. 
| G 3 | S econdy , 


— —_— 


— 1 
4 1 = — _- — 
OY 1 * * — * 3 
K 8 Fo” 2 - - 
* — — by - 
— 
— — 


- LET 
— a” 5.5 

— - 21 — 
—— = 
8 


r 
* Pay” 3 - 
* » 


k 
6 
. 1 +8 


126 PREFACE. 


Secondly, As to the Characters; that thoſe of a Juſtice 
of Peace, à Pariſh-Clark, and an Embryo's Ghoſt, are 
very improper to the dignity of Tragedy, and were newer in- 
troduc d by the Antients. 

Thirdly, They ſay the Sentiments are not Tragical, le- 
eauſe they are thoſe of th? loweſt country people. 

Laſily, they will not allow the Moral to be proper for 
Tragedy, becauſe the end of Tragedy being to ſhow human 
life in its diſtreſſes, imperfections and infirmities, thereby to 
ſoften the mind of man from its natural obduracy and 
haughtineſs, the moral ought to have the ſame tendency; 
but this Moral, they ſay, ſeems entirely calculated to flatter 
the Audience in their vanity and ſelf-conceitedneſs. 


You all have ſenſe enough to find it out. 


To the fir ob fection I anfever, that it is ſtill a diſputable 
point, even among the beſt Criticks, whether a Tragedy may 
not have a bappy Cataſtrophe ; that the French Authors 
are of this opinion, appears from moſt of their Modern Tra- 


gedies. 


any of the Ancients have either a Juſtice of Peace, a Pa- 
rich-Clark, or an Embryo Ghoſt in their Tragedies ; yet 
wozever will look into Sophocles, Euripides, or Seneca, 
will find that they greatly affected ig introduce Nurſes in ail 


their pieces, which every aue muſt grant to be an inferior 


Couradter to a Juſtice of Peace ; in imitation of which alſo, 
J Fare introduced a Grandmather and an Aunt. 


To the third oljection, which is the meanneſs of the ſenti- | 


ments, J a:ſwer that the ſentiments of Princes and Clowns 
hav: mt in reality that difference which they ſeem to have: 
their thoughts are almaſt the ſame, and they only differ as 
the ſame thought is attended with a meanneſs or pomp of 
dition, or receive a different light from the circumſtances 
each Charaer is converſant with. But theſe Criticks have 
forgot the precept of their Mafter Horace, wh» tell; 22 
--o iT agt- 


In anſwer to the ſecond objefion, I cannot affirm, that | 


[ 
| 
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---- T ragicus plerumque dolet ſermone pedeſtri. 


In anſwer to the objection againſt the Moral, I have only 
this to alledge, that the Moral of this piece is conceal'd ; and. 
Morals that are couch'd ſo as to exerciſe the judgments of the 
| audience, hade not been diſapprou'd by the befl Critichs * 

And I wauld have thoſe that object againſt it as a fitce of 
Flattery, confider, that there is ſuch a figure as the Irony. 
The objections againſt it as a Comedy are, | 

Firſt, they object to the Plot, that it throws the Charac- 
ters into the deepeſt circumſlances of diftreſs ; Infertiars 
trampled upon by the Tyranny of Poxver, a ſoldier 10 beo. 
for deſertion, and an innocent maid in the utmoſt deſpair. 

Secondly, That Ghoſts are introduced, which mode terror, 

a Paſſion not proper to be moved in Comedy. 
' Thirdly, They will not allow the Sentiments to be comi- 
cal, becauſe they are ſuch as naturally flow from the dep 
diſlreſſes abovementioned. The hn. of a dying man, and 
bis laſt advice to his child, are what one could not reaſona® 
bly expect ſhould raiſe the mirth of an audience. 

Firſt, that the Plot is comical, I argue ſrom the Peripæ- 
tia and the Cataſtrophe. Peaſcod's change of fortune up- 
en the reprieves being produced, Kitty's 4 ifireſs ending in 
the diſcharge of her ſweetheart, and the wedding, are all 
incidents that are truly comical. 

To the ſecond objection I anfiber, That Ghoſts have net 
been omitted in the ancient Comedy; Ariſtophanes having 
laid the ſcene of his Balfay,u among the ſhades ; and 
Plautus has introduc d a Lar ſamiliaris in his Profogue to 


the Aulularia, which tho' nat actually a Ghoſt ; is wery 
little better. 


* See Boſlu's Chapter of concealed Sentences, 
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As to the third obj: ion, That the Sentiments are nt 
Comical, I anfwer, That the Ghofts are the only character. 
<vbich are objeded to as improper for Comedy, which I have 
already proved to be juſtly introduced, as following the 
manner of the old Comedy, but as they allow that the Sen- 
timexts naturally flow from the characters, thoſe of the 
Juſtice, Clowns, &c. which are indiſjutably Comical 
evaraders, muſt be Comical. Tor the Sentiments being 
comvey'd in number and rhime, I bave the authority of the 
Left moclern French Comedies. 

The only obfection again/? it as a Paſtoral falls upon the 
characters, wyich they ſay are partly Paſtoral, and partly 
not fo. They in/eft particularly, that a Sergeant of Grena- 
aliers is not a Paſtoral character, and that the others are ſo 
far from being in the ſlate of innocence, that the clowns are 

vhore maſters, and the damſelt with child. 

To this I reply, * Virgil talks of ſoldiers among bis 
©bepherds. 


Impius hæc tam culta Novalia miles habebit. 


nd the character of the Sergeant is drawn according to the 
Epithet of Virgil, Impius Miles, which may be ſeen in that 
ſpeech of bis, 


and be camn'd. 


You Dog, die like a Soldier 


For, in ſhort, a Soldier to a Swain is but juſt the ſame thing 
that a Wolf is to his Flocks, and is as naturally talk'd of er 
int rodic d. As for the reſt of the characters, I can only 
fay I have copied nature, making the youths amorous before 
wwedlnck, and the damſels complying and fruitful, Thoſe 
that are the mot converſant in the country are the befl 
judges of this fort of nature. 


Laſtly, 


—. > © FS an. 
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Laſtly, they object againſt it as a Farce. 

Firſt, Becauſe the irregularity of the Plot ſhould anſever ta 
the Extravagance of the characters which they ſay this 
piece wants, and therefore is no Farce. 

Secondly, They deny the characters to be Farcical, be- 
cauſe they are actually in nature. 

Thirdly, if it was a true Farce, the Sentiments ought to 
be ſtrain d, to bear a proportional irregularity with the plot 
and characters. 

To the firſt I anſwer, That the Farcical Scene of the 
Ghoſts is introduced without any coherence with the reſt of 
the piece, might be entirely left out, and would not be allow- 
ed in a regular Comedy. There are indeed a great number 
of Dramatick entertainments, where are Scenes of this kind ; 
but thoſe pieces in reality are not Comedies, but five Act 
Farces. | 

Secondly, Let the Criticks conſider only the nature of 


Farce, that it is made up of abſurdities and incongruities, 
and that thoſe pieces which have theſe Qualities in the great- 
eft degree are the moſt Farces ; and they will allow this to 
be ſo from the charadters, and particularly from that of the 
ſpeaking Ghoſt of an Embryo, in the concluſion of the firſt 
AF. I have 'tis true, Ariſtophanes'“ Authority for things 
of this fort in Comedy, who hath introduced a Chorus of 
Frogs, and made them talk in the following manner 


Bpexexexes, xo, xoat, 
Boexexexts, xod, xo, 
AN x Tixra, &C. 


Mr. D'Urfey of our own nation has given all the foxuls of 
the air the faculty of ſpeech equal with the parrot. Swans 
and elbow chairs in the Opera of Diocleſian hawe da cd 


upon the Englita Stage with geod ſucceſs. Shakeſpear 
bath ſong chara&ers of this fort, as à ipeating wall, aud 
G5 Moone 
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Moonſhine “. The former he deſigned to introduce (as he 
tells us himſelf) with ſomething rough caſt about him, 
end the latter comes in with a lanthron and candle : which 
in my opinion are characters that make a good figure in the 
modern Farce. 

Third'y, The ſentiments are truly of the Farce kind, as 
they are the ſentiments of the meane/t Clowns convey d in 
the pomp of numbers and rhyme ; which is certainly forc'd 
and out of nature, and therefore Farcical. 

After all I hade ſaid, I would have theſe Criticks only 
conſider, auben they ob ect againſt it as a Tragedy, that ] 
d:fign'd it ſomething of a Comedy; when they cavil at it 
aA Comedy, that I had partly a view to Paſtoral ; when 
they attack it as a Paſtoral, that my endeavours wwere in 
ſome degree to write a Farce; and when they toned deſtroy 
its character as a Farce, that my deſign was a Tragi-Comi- 
Paſtiral: I believe when they confider this, they will al 
agree, that I hade happily enough executed what I pur nos d 
evbich is all I contend for. Tet that I might avoid the ca- 
eils and miſinterpretations of ſevere Criticks, I have nit 
calld it a Tragedy, Comedy, Paſtoral, or Farce, but left 
the name eitirely undetermined in the doubtful appellation 
of the What d'ye call it, which name I thought uncx- 

coptiociable; but I adled to it a Tragi-Comi-Paſtoral 
j arce, as it compbrized all thoſe ſee , kind; of the 
Drama. 

The fucliciaus Reatier will eafly perceie 's, that the uni- 
ies are fegt as in the mo? perfect pieces, that the Scenes 
ere ous wr, and Paztical Juſtice fliritg obferv'd ; the 
G- 2.7 of the Embryo and the Pariſh-Girl are entire new 


eliaratiers. I mi inht enlarge farth:r upon the condud of | 


the pariica/ar Scenes, and of the piece in general, lu 


* Foe bis Midſummer Night's Dream. 


Hall 


. 
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ſhall only ſay, that the Succeſs this piece has met with upon 
the Stage, gives encouragement to our Dramatick Writers 


to follow its model; and evidently demonſtrates that this 
fort of Drama ts no. leſs fit for the Theatre than thoſe they 


have ſucceeded in. 


Dramatis. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Sir Roger Mr. Miller. 

Sir Humphry 9 Mr. Croſs. 

Juſtice Statute Mr. Shepherd. 
uire Thomas, Sir Roger's Son, 

A Filbert bs c Mr. Johnſon. 

Jenas Dock, alias Timothy Peaſcod Mr. Penkethman. 

Peter Nettle, the Sergeant Mr. Norris. 

Steward to Sir Roger | Mr. Quin. 

Conſtable Mr. Penrey. 

Corporal | Mr. Weller. 


Stade, A Pariſh-Clark | 
The Ghoſt of a Child unborn Mr. Norris Junior, 
Countrymen, Ghoſts, and Soldiers. 


WOMEN. 


Kitty, the Steward's Daughter, = 
alias Kitty Carrot . Mrs. Bicknell. 


Dorcas, Peaſcod's Siſter Mrs Willis Senior. 


Teyce, Peaſcod's Daughter left ; 
upon the Pariſh Miſs Younger. 


Aunt Mrs. Baker. 
. Gzandmother. 


THE 


WHAT DYE CALL IT: 


A 


Tragi-Comi-Paſtoral 
. 


* 


SCENE, A Country Juſtices Hall, adorn d 
with 8 and Stegs Horns. 


Enter Steward, Squire, Kitty, Dock, and others in 
Country Habits. | 


$:ezv. (OO, you are ready in your parts, and in your 
dreſs too, I ſee; your own belt cloaths do 
the buſineſs. Sure never was Play and Actors fo ſuit- 
ed. Come, range yourſelves before me, women on 
the right, and men on the left. Squire Thomas, you 


make a good figure. 


[The Actors range themſelves. 

Squire. Ay, thanks to Barnaby's Sunday cloaths; but 
call me Thomas Filbert, as I am in the Play. 

Steww, Chear up, daughter, and make Aty Carrot 
the ſhining part: Squire  Themas is to be in love with 
you to night, girl, 5 
Kitty. 
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Kitty. Ay, I have felt Squire Thomas's love to my 
coſt. I have little ſtomach to play, in the condition he 
hath put-me into. [Afede, 

Stew. Jonas Dock, doſt thou remember thy name? 

Dock. My name? Jo—Jo—Fonas. No—that was 
the name my Godfathers gave me. My play name is 
Timothy Pea — Pea—Peaſced 2. Peaſcod——and am to 
be ſhot for a deſerter. 

Stew. And you, Dolly ? 

Dolly. An't pleaſe ye, I am Dorcas, Peaſcod's ſiſter, 
and am to be with child, as it were. 

1 Cauntryman. And I am to take her up, as it were 
Il am the Conſtable. 

2d Countryman. And J am to ſee Tim ſhot, as it were 
lam the Corporal. 

Stew. But what is become of our ſergeant ? 

Dorcas. Why Peter Nettle, Peter, Peter. 


Enter Nettle. 


Nettle. Theſe ſtockings of Suſan's coſt a woundy 
deal of pains the pulling on: But what's a ſergeant 
without red ſtockings ? 

Dock. I'll dreſs thee, Peter, Pll dreſs thee. Here, 
ſtand ſtill, I muſt twiſt thy neckcloth; I would make 
thee hold up thy head, and have a ruddy complexion ; 
but prithee don't look black in the face, man. [Rolling 
his neckcloth.) Thou muſt look fierce and dreadful. 
[Making whiſkers with a burnt cork.] But what ſhall 
we do for a grenadier's cap ? 

Stew. Fetch the leathern bucket that hangs in the 
belfry; that is curiouſly painted before, and will make 
a figure. 

Nettle. No, no, I have what's worth twenty on't : 
the Pope's mitre, that my maſter Sir Roger ſeiz'd, when 
they would bave burnt him at our market town. 

| Stew. 
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$:tew. So, now let ev'ry body withdraw, and prepare 
to begin the Play. [Exeunt Afors.} My daughter debaueh- 
ed! and by that booby Squire! well, perhaps the con- 
duct of this Play may retrieve her folly, and preſerve 
her reputation, - Poor girl! I cannot forget thy tears. 


Enter Sir Reger. 


Sir Rager. Look ye, Steward, don't tell me you can't 
bring them in. TI will have a ghoſt; nay, I will have 
a competence of ghoſts. What, ſhall our neighbours 
think we are not able to make a ghoſt? A Play without 
a ghoſt 15 like, 1s like, i'gad it is like nothing. 

Stero. Sir, be ſatisfied; you ſhall have ghoſts. 

Sir Roger. And is the Play as I order'd it, both a 
Tragedy and a Comedy? I would have it a Paſtoral 
too: and if you could make it a Farce, fo much the 
better and what if you crown'd all with a ſpice of 
your Opera? You know my neighbours never ſaw a 
Play before; and d'ye ſee, I would ſhew them all 
forts of Plays under one. 


Stew. Sir Roger, it is contriv d for that very purpoſe, 


Enter two Juſtices. 


Sir Roger. Neighbours, you are welcome. Is not 
this Steward of mine a pure ingenious fellow now, to 
make ſuch a Play for us theſe Chriſtmas holidays? [Exit 
Steward bowinrg.] A rare headpiece! he has it here, 
faith. [Pointing to his own head] But indeed, I gave 
him the hint To ſee now what contrivance ſome 
folks have! We have ſo fitted the parts to my tenants, 
that ev'ry man talks in his own way! and then we 
have made juſt three juſtices in the Play, to be play'd 
by us three juſtices of the Quorum. 

1/? Juſtice. Zooks!—fo it is; - main ingenious,—and 
can we fit and fmoke at the ſame time we act? 


Sir 
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Sir Roger. Ay, ay, we have but three or four 


words to ſay.— and may drink and be good company 


in peace and ſilence all the while after. 

2d Fuftice. But how ſhall we know when we are to 
ſay theſe ſame words? 

Sir Roger. This ſhall be the ſignal — when I fet 
down the tankard, then ſpeak you, Sir Humphry, —— 
and when Sir Humphry ſets down the tankard, ſpeak 
you, Squire Statute. 

1/t Juſtice. Ah, Sir Roger, you are an old dog at theſe 
things. 

2d Juſtice. To be ſure. 

Sir Roger. Why neighbours, you know, experience, 
experience — I remember your Harts and your Better- 
tons—But to ſee your Othello, neighbours, -how he 
would rave and roar, about a fooliſh flower'd handker- 
ehief!——and then he would growl ſo manfully, — and 
he would put out the light, and put the light out fo 
cleverly ! but huſh — the Prologue, the Prologue. 

[They ſeat themſelves with much ceremony at 
the table, on which are pipes and tobacco, 
and a large ſilver tankard. 


The PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. Pinkethman. 


HE Entertainment of this night or day, 
This ſomething, or this nothing of a Play, 

. . Which ſtriwes to pleaſe all palates at a time, 

With ghoſts and men, ſongs, dances, proſe and rhime, 

This comic ftory, or this tragic jeſt, 

May make you laugh, or cry, as you like be,; 

May exerciſe your good, or your ill-nature, 


Meve with diſtreſs, er tickle you with ſatyr. 


All 


bf 
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All muſ? be pleas d too with their Parts, awe think : 
Our maids have fweethearts, and their Worſhips drink. 
Criticks, we know, by antient rules may maul it; 


But ſure Gallants muſt lite — the What d'ye call it. 


DE TE Tao To Roto Toro To Toro Toro to Lori rebs! 
ACT E $C-KN:E L 


ir Roo kx, Sir Huur h, Tuftice STATUTE, Cox- 
STABLE, FILBERT, SERGEANT, KITTY, Docs, 
GRANDMOTHER, AUNT. 


Sir Rog. ERE, Thomas Filbert, anſwer to your name, 
Dorcas hath ſworn to you ſhe owes her 
ſhame : 
Or wed her ſtrait, or elſe you're ſent afar, 
To ſerve his gracious Majeſty in war. 
Filb. Tis falſe, tis falſe—I ſcorn thy odious touch. 


[Puſhing Dorcas from him. 

Dorc. When their turn's ſervd, all men will do as 
much. 

Kitty. Ah, good your Worſhips, eaſe a wretched 
maid, 


To the right father let the child be laid. 
Art thou not perjur'd ?—mark his harmleſs look. 
How canft thou, Dorcas, kiſs the Bible book? 
Haſt thou no conſcience, doſt not fear Old Nick ? 
Sure, ſure the ground will ope, and take thee quick. 
Serg. Zooks! never wed, tis ſafer much to roam; 
For what is war abroad to war at home? 
Who wou'd not ſooner bravely riſque his life; 
For what's a cannon to a ſcolding wife? 
Filb. Well, if I muſt, I muſt—I hate the wench, 
Ull bear a muſquet then againſt the French. 
From 
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From door to door I'd ſooner whine and Beg, 
Both arms ſhot off, and on a wooden leg, 
Than marry ſuch a trapes — No, no, I'll not: 
Thou wilt too late repent, war I am ſhot. 
But, Kitty, why doſt cry ? 
Serand m. - Stay, Juſtice, ſtay : 
Ah, little did I think to er . 
Muſt Grandſon Hilbert to the wars be preſt? 
Alack! I knew him when he ſuck d the breaſt, 
Taught him his catechiſm, the feſcue held, 
And join'd his letters, when the bantling ſpell'd. 
His loving mother left him to my care, 
Fine child, as like the Dad as he could ſtare ! 
Come Candlemas, nine years ago ſhe dy'd, 
And now lies buried by the yew-tree's fide. 
Aunt. O tyrant Juſtices! have you forgot 
How my poor brother was in Flanders ſhot ? 
You preſs'd my brother — he ſhall walk in white, 
He ſhall ——and ſhake your curtains ev'ry night. 
What though a paultry hare he raſhly kill'd, 
That croſs d the furrows while he plough'd the Field? 
You ſent him o'er the hills and far away; 


Left his old mother to the pariſh pay, | 
With whom he ſhar'd his ten pence ev'ry day. 
Wat killd a bird, was from his farm turn'd out; 
You took the law of Thomas for a trout : 

You ruin'd my poor uncle at the ſizes, 

And made him pay nine pounds for Ni/priſes. 
Now will you preſs my harmleſs nephew too? 
Ah, what has conſcience with the rich to do! 


[Sir Roger takes up the Tankard. 


Though i in my hand no ſilver tankard ſhine, 
Nor my dry lip be dy'd with claret wine, 
Yet I can ſleep in peace ——— 


Sir Rog. [After having drunk, — Woman, for- 
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Sir Humph. [Drinking. The man's within the act. 
Juſtice Stat. [Drinking alſo. — The law is clear. 
Serg. Haſte, let their Worſhips orders be obey'd. 
Kitty. [ Kneeling. Behold how low you have reduc'd'a 
maid. 
Thus to your Worſhips on my knees I ſue, 
(A poſture never known but in the pew) 
If we'can money for our taxes find. 
Take that—but ah ! our ſweethearts. leave behind. 
To trade ſo barb'rous he was never bred, 
The blood of vermin all the blood he ſhed: 
How ſhould he, harmleſs youth, how ſhould he then 
Who kill'd but poulcats, learn to murder men? 
Dorc. O Thomas, Thomas ! hazard not thy life: 
By all that's good, Fll make a loving wife: 
Il prove a true pains-taker day and night, 
Fit fp and card, and keep our children tight. 
[ can knit ſtockings, you can thatch a barn ; 
If you earn ten-pence, I my groat can earn. 
How ſhall I weep to hear this infant cry? 
[her hand oz her belly. 
He'll have no father — and no huſband I. 
Kitty. Hold, Thomas, hold, nor hear that ſhameleſs 
witch : 
L can ſew plain-work, I can darn and ſtitch ; 
I can bear ſultry days and froſty weather; 
Yes, yes, my Thomas, we will go together ; 
Beyond. the ſeas together will we go, 
In camps together, as at harveſt, glow. 
This arm ſhall be a bolſter for thy head, 
I'll fetch clean ſtraw to make my ſoldier's bed; 
There, while thou ſleep'ſt, my apron cer thee hold, 
Or with it patch thy tent againſt the cold. 
Pigs in hard rains I've watch'd, and ſhall I do 
That for the pigs, I would not bear for you ? 
Filb. Oh, Kitty, Kitty, canſt thou quit the rake, 


And leave theſe meadows for thy ſweetheart's ſake? 
Can'ſt 
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Can'ſt thou fo many gallant ſoldiers ſee, 

And captains and lieutenants ſlight for me ? 

Say, can'ſt thou hear the guns, and never ſhake, 
Nor ſtart at oaths that make a chriſtian quake? 
Can'ſt thou bear hunger, can'ſt thou march and toll 


A long long way, a thouſand thouſand mile? 1 
And when thy Tom's blown up, or ſhot away, | 
Then can'ſt thou ſtarve ? they ll cheat thee of my pay. 1 


Sir Rog. [Drinking. Take ofit that wench — 
Sir Humph. [Drinkins. -- Bl give her penance meet. : 
Juſtice Stat. [Drinking a! Ul fee her ſtand — next 
ſunday in a ſheet. 
Dorc. Ah! why does nature give us ſo much cauſe 
To make kind-hearted laſſes break the laws ? 
Why ſhould hard laws kind hearted laſſes bind, 
When too ſoft nature draws us after kind ? 


SCENE II. Sir Rockx, Sir Huur ha, TFuffice 
STATUTE, FILBERT, SERGEANT, KITTY, GRAND- 
MOTHER, AUNT, SOLDIER. 


Sold. Sergeant, the captain to your quarters ſent; 

To ev'ry ale-houſe in the town I went. 

Our Corp'ral now has the deſerter found; 

The men are all drawn out, the pris'ner bound. 
Serg. Come, ſoldier, come - (To Filbert. 
Kitty. —Ah! take me, take me too. 
Grandm. Stay, forward wench ; 
Aunt. — What would the creature do? 

This week thy mother means to waſh and brew. 
Kitty. Brew then ſhe may herſelf, or waſh or bake; 

Fd leave ten mothers for one ſweetheart's ſake. 

O juſtice moſt unjuſt! 
Filb. - - —— O tyranny! 

Kitty. How can I part? 
Filb. Alas! and how can I; 


Kitty. O rueful day!! 


Fill. 
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Filb. Rueful indeed, I trow. 

Kitty. O woeful day ! 

Filb. A day indeed of woe! 

Kitty. When gentle folks their ſweethearts leave be- 
hind, 

They can write letters, and ſay ſomething kind; 

But how ſhall Filbert unto me endite, 

When neither I can read, nor he can write? 

Yet Juſtices, permit us ere we part 

To break this ninepence, as you've broke our heart. 

Filb. [Breaking the Ninepence. As this divides, thus are 
we torn in twain. R 

Kitty. ¶ Joining the Pieces. And as this meets, thus 

may we meet again. 


{She is drawn away on one fide of the Stage by 
Aunt and Grandmother. 


Yet one look more -— 

Filb. [Haul'd off on the other fide by the Sergeant. 
One more ere yet we go. 

Kitty. To part is death. -— 

Fil. "Tis death to part. 

Kitty. — Ah! 

Filb. —— Oh! 


SCENE III. S Rocrs, Sir Huuruny, Juſtice 
STATUTE, and CONgT ABLE. 


Sir Rog. [Drinking. See, conſtable, that ev'ry one 


withdraw. 
Sir Humph. [Drinking. We've buſineſs — 
Juſtice Stat. [Drinking 4ʃſo. T0 diſcuſs a 


point of law. 
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SCENE IV. Sir Roczx, Sir Huur nx, Juffice 
STATUTES. 


They ſeem in earneſt diſcourſe. 


Sir Rog. I ſay the Preſs- act plainly makes it out. 
Sir Humph. Doubtleſs, Sir Rager. 
Juſtice Stat. Brother, without doubt. 
A Gboſt rijes. 

1 Ghoſt, I'm Je Cackle.—You my death ſhall rue; 
For I was preſs d by you, by you, by you. 

Pointing to the Fuſtices. 
Another Ghoſt ariſes. 
2 Ghoſt. I'm Smut the farrier..—You my death ſhall 


rue ; 
For I was preſs'd by you, by you, by you. 
A Woman's Gboft viſes. 
3 Ghoft. Tm Beſs that hang d myſelf for Smut ſo true; 
So owe my death to you, to you, to you. 
A Ghoft of an Embryo riſes. 
4 Ghoſt. 1 was begot before my mother married, 
Who whipt by you, of me poor child mifearried. 
Another Woman's Ghoft riſes. 
5 Ghoſt. Its mother I, whom you * black and 


blue; 
Both owe our deaths to you, to you, to you. 


[All Gboſts ſhake their head. 
Sir Rog. Why do you ſhake your mealy heads at me? 


You cannot fay I did i 
— No — nor We, 


Both TFuftices, 5 
1 Ghoft. All three — — 

2 Ghoſt. = — All three — 

3 Ghoſt. — — All three 
4 Ghoſt. — — All three - — 


— 


5 Ghoſt. — All three. 


A SONG. 
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A SONG ſung diſmally by a GnosT, 


E goblins, and fairys, 
With friſks and wvagarys, 
Ye fairys and goblins, 
With hoppings and hobblings, 
Come all, come all 
To Sir Roger's great hall. 


All fairys and goblins, 

All goblins and fairys, 

With hoppings and hobblings, 
With friſks and vagarys. 


CHORUS. 
Sing, goblins and fairys, 
Sing, fairys and goblins, 
With friſks and wvagarys, 
And hoppings and hobblings. 


[The ghefts dance round the Juftices, who 
£9 off ina fright, and the ghofts vaniſh. 


ACT 
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"FOCT L-SCENE TY. 
A Field. 


TimoTaY PrAscop bound; Corporal, SOLDIERS, 
and COUNTRYMEN. 


Corp. C TAND off there, countrymen; and you, the 
guard, 
Keep cloſe your pris'ner—lſee that all's prepar'd. 
Prime all your firelocks—faſten well the ſtake. 
Peaſ. Tis too much, too much trouble for my ſake. 
O fellow-ſoldiers, countrymen and friends, 
Be warn'd by me to ſhun untimely ends : 
For evil courſes I am brought to ſhame, 
And from my ſoul I do repent the ſame. 
Oft my kind Grannam told me — Tim, take warning, 


Be good—and fay thy pray'rs— and mind thy learning. | 


But I, fad wretch, went on from crime to crime; 
I play'd at nine-pins firſt in ſermon time: 
I rob'd the Parſon's orchard next ; and then 
(For which I pray forgiveneſs) ſtole a—hen. 
When I was prets'd, I told them the firſt day 
I wanted heart to fight, fo ran away; 
[Attempts to run off, but is prevented 

For which behold I die. *Tis a plain caſe, 
Twas all a judgment for my want of grace. 

[The ſoldiers prime, with their muſkets towards hin. 


Hold, hold, my friends; nay, hold, hold, hold, I pray; | 


They may go off—and {| have more to ſay. 
1 Coun:rym. Come, tis no time to talk — — 
2 Countrym. —--——- - Repent thine ill, 


And pray in this good book. [Give him a 8 
| * 


© 


Pet , YT hay 


— 
8 7. 


e 


V 
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Peaf. + I will, I will. 
Lend me thy handkercher —— The Pilgrim” pro 
[Reads and weeps. 
(I cannot ſee for tears) Pro-Progreſs---Oh ! 
The Pilgrim's Progreſs---eighth---edi--ti--on 
Lox-dan--prin-ted--for--Ni-cho-las Bod-dington : 
With new ad-di-tions never made before, 
Oh! 'tis ſo moving, I can read no more. 
[Drops the book. 


SCENE II. PRrAscob, Coryrokat, CounTrY- 
MEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT. 


Serg. What whining's this? — boys, ſee your guns 
well ramm d. 
You dog, die like a ſoldier and be damn d. 
Filb. My friend in ropes ! 
Peaſ. I ſhould not be thus bound, 
If I had means, and could but raiſe five pound. 
The cruel Corp'ral whiſper'd in my ear, 
Five pounds, if rightly upt, would ſet me clear. 
Filb. Here — Feaſcod, take my pouch tis all I own ; 
(For what is Means and Life when Kith's gone * 
"Tis my preſs- money can this ſilver fail ? 
'Tis all, except one ſixpence ſpent in ale. 
This had a ring for Kitty's finger bought, 
Kitty on me had by that token thought. 
But for thy life, poor Tim, it this can do't ; 
Take it, with all my foul---thou'rt welcome to't. 
[Ofers bim his purſe. 
1 Countrym. And take my fourteen pence —— 
2 Countrym. And my cramp-ring. 
Would, tor thy fake, it were a better thing. 
3 Countrym. And maſter Sergeant, take my box of 
copper. 
4 Countrym. And my wife's thimble. _.. 
5 Countrym, — And this 'bacco-ſtopper. 
H 


Serg. 
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Serg. No bribes. Take back your things-—Tl have 


them not. 
Peaſ. Oh! muſt I die? — 
Chorus of Countrymen. —— Oh! muſt poor Tim be 
ſhot ! 
Peaſ. But let me kiſs thee firſt 


[Embracing Filbert. 


SCENE III. Pzascop, Corroral, SolDitrs, 
CoUunNTRYMEN, SERGEANT, FIiLBERT, DORCas. 


Dorc. — Ah, brother Tim, 
Why theſe cloſe hugs? I owe my ſhame to him. 
He ſcorns me now, he leaves me in the lurch; 
In a white ſheet poor I muſt ſtand at church. 
O marry me [Te Filbert.] Thy ſiſter is with child, 
[To Tim. 


And he, twas he my tender heart beguil'd. 
Peaf. Couldſt thou do this? could'ſt thou 
In anger to Filbert. 
Serg. Draw out the men: 
Quick to the ſtake; you muſt be dead by ten. 
Dorc. Be dead! mult Tim be dead! 
Peaſ. He muſt—he muſt. 
Dorc. Ah! I ſhall fink downright ; my heart will 
burſt. | 
Hold, Sergeant, hold—yet ere you ſing the Pſalms, 
Ah! let me eafe my conſcience of its qualms. 
O brother, brother! Filbert ſtill is true, 
I fouly wrong'd him do, forgive me, do. 
[To Filbert. 
The Squire betray'd me; nay,—and what is worſe, 
Brib'd me with two gold guineas in this purſe, 
To ſwear the child to Filbert. — 
Peaſ.— What a Fer | 
My ſiſter is !— Do, Tem, forgive her, do. [To "= 
| Filb, 
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Filb. But ſee thy baſe-born child, thy babe of ſhame, 


Who left by thee, upon our pariſh came ; 
Comes for thy bleſſing 


—— EEE 


SCENE IV. Pxeascopr, CoryPoRat, SoLDIERs, 


CoUuNTRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT, Docs, 
JoycE. | 


Peaſ. — Oh! my fins of youth! 
Why on the haycock didft thou tempt me, Ruth ? 
O ſave me, Sergeant; — how ſhall I comply? 
I love my daughter fo --- I cannot die. 
Toyce. Muſt father die! and I be left forlorn ? 
Alack a day! that ever Toyce was born! 
No grandfire in his arms e'er dandled me, 
And no fond mother danc'd me on her knee. 
They ſaid, if ever father got his pay, 
I ſhould have two-pence ev'ry market day. 


Peaſ. Poor child; hang ſorrow, and caſt care behind 
thee, 


The pariſh by this badge is bound to find thee. 


[ Pointing to the badge on her arm, 
Foyce. The pariſh finds indeed — but our church- 


wardens 

Feaſt on the ſilver, and give us the farthings. 
Then my ſchool-miſtreſs, like a vixen Turk, 
Maintains her lazy huſband by our work : 
Many long tedious days I've worſted ſpun ; 
She grudg'd me victuals when my taſk was done. 
Heav'n ſend me a good ſervice! for I now 
Am big enough to waſh, or milk a cow. 

Peaſ. O that I had by charity been bred ! 
I then had been much better---taught than fed. 
Inſtead of keeping nets againſt the law, 
I might have learnt accounts, and ſung Sol--fa. 


H 2 Fare- 


[Kiſſes Dorcas. 
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Farewel, my child; ſpin on, and mind thy book, 
And fend thee ſtore of grace therein to look. 
Take warning by thy ſhameleſs Aunt ; left thou 
Should ſt o'er thy baſtard weep---as I do now. 
Mark my laſt words—-an honeſt living get; 
Beware of Papiſhes, and learn to knit. 

[Dorcas leads out Joyce ſobbing and crying. 


SCENE V. Pzacscor, Corporat, Soipites, 


CoUunNTRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT. 


Filb. Let's drink before we part ſor forrow's dry, 


To Tim's fate paſſage ———— 
[Takes out a brandy-bottle, and drinks. 
1 Countrym. — PI drink too. 
2 Countrym. —— And I. 


Peaſ. Stay, let me pledge tis my laſt earthly liquor, : 


[ Drinks. 
When I am dead you'll bind my grave with wicker. 
[ They lead him to the flake. 
1 Ceuntrym. He was a ſpecial ploughman — [Sighing. 
2 Countrym. = Harrow'd well! 
3 Countrym. And at our maypole ever bore the bell! 
Peaſ. Say, is it fitting in this very field, 
Where I ſo oft have reap'd, ſo oft have tilld; 
This field, where from my youth I've been a carter, 
I, in this field, ſhould die for a deſerter! 
Fil. Tis hard, tis wondrous hard! — avi 
Ser. — Zooks, here's a pother. 
Strip him; Id ſtay no longer for my brother. 
[Diftributing bis things among his friends. 
Peaſ. Take you my bacco-box my neck cloth, you. 
To our kind Vicar tend this bottle-tkrew. 
But wear theſe breeches, Tom; they're quite bran-new. 
Filb. Farewel ——- | 
1 Countrym. — B'ye, in. 


2 Cour 


S ( 


Ur 
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2 Countrym. B'ye, Tim. 

3 Countrym. Adieu. 

4 Countrym. —- Adieu. 
[They all take their leave of Peaſcod by ſhaking 
hands with him. 


SCENE VI. PRASscob, Coxrok AL, SOLDIERS, 
COUNTRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT, to them a 
SOLDIER in great haſte. 


S#/d. Hold - hy ſo furious, Sergeant? by your leave, 
Untye the pris'ner—ſee, here's a reprieve. 
| [Shows a paper. 
Chorus of Countrymen. [ Huzzaing. 
A reprieve, a reprieve, a reprieve ! 
[Peaſcod is unty'd, and embraces his friends. 


SCENE VII. Pzascop, Corrorat, SoLDIERS, 
CounTRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT, ConsTA- 
BLE. 


Conſ. Friends reprehend him, reprehend him there. 
Serg. For what? — 


Conf. For ſtealing gaffer Gap's grey mare. 


[They ſeize the Sergeant. 
Peaſ. Why, heark ye, heark ye, iriend; you'll go 


to pot 
Would you be rather hang'd---hah !---hang'd or ſhot? 
Serg. Nay, hold, hold, hold 
Peaſ. — Not if you were my brother. 
Why, friend, ſhould you not hang as well's another ? 
Conſ. Thus ſaid Sir John — the law muſt take its 
courſe ; 
"Tis law that he may ſcape who ſteals a horſe, 
But (faid Sir John) the ſtatutes all declare, 
The man ſhall ſure be hang'd—that ſteals a mare. 


H 3 | Peaf. 
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Peaſ. Ay---right---he ſhall be hang'd that ſteats a But 


mare. [To the Sergeant. 
He ſhall be hang'd---that's certain; and good cauſe. Ta 
A rare good ſentence this---how is't? the laws 1 8% 


No- not the laws the ſtatutes all declare, 
The man that ſteals a mare ſhall ſure - be -hang'd, 
No, no—-he ſhalt be hang'd that ſteals a mare. 


2 
[Exit Sergeant gzarded, Countrymen, &c. 
huzzaing after him. 4 | 
SCENE VIII. KiTrTr, with her hair looſe, GR Axp- 17 
MOTHER, AUNT, HAxuAK ERS, CHORUS of Sint 
and GROANS, 
VI. 
Kitty. Dear happy fields, farewel; ye flocks, and you 
Sweet meadows, glitt'ring with the pearly dew : | 
And thou, my rake, companion of my cares, 
Giv'n by my mother in my younger years: 7 
With thee the toils of full eight ſprings I've known, 
Tis to thy help I owe this hat and gown ; C 
On thee I lean'd, forgetful of my work, 
While Tam gaz'd on me, propt upon his fork: 4 
Farewel, farewel; for all thy taſk is o'er, 
Kitty ſhall want thy ſervice now no more. 
[Flings away the rake. q 
Chorus of Sighs and Groans. 
Ah---O!---Sure never was the like before! 3 2 
Kitty. Happy the maid, whoſe ſweetheart never 
hears 


SY 


The ſoldier's drum, nor writ of Juſtice fears. 
Our bans thrice bid! and for our wedding da 
My kerchief bought! then preſs'd, then forc'd away! 
Chorus of Sighs and Groans. 
Ah! O! poor foul! alack! and well a day! 
Kitty. You, Beſs, ſtill reap with Harry by your ſide; 
Yau, Jerry, ſhall next Sunday be a bride : 


on 


But 
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But I forlorn! This ballad ſhews my care ; 
[ive Suſan a ballad. 
Take this ſad ballad, Which I bought at fair: 


Suſan can ſing o you the burthen bear. 


V 


J. 
WAS when the ſeas wwere roaring 
With hollow blaſts of wind ; 
A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd. 
Wide o er the rolling billows 
She caſt a wiſ/tful look ; 
Her head was crown'd with willows , 
That tremble oer the brook. 
IT. 


Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days. 
Why didſt thou vent rous lover, 
Why didft thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou cruel ocean, 
And let my lower reſt. 
Ab ! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſl ? 
HI. 
The merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, 
Sees tempeſts in deſpair ; 
But awhat's the fs of treaſure 
To loſing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on 
Where gold and di'monds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 
IV. 
How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain; 
Why then beneath the wwater 
Should hideous rocks remain? 


H 4 
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No eyes the rocks diſcover, 

That lurk beneath the deep, 
To <vreck the wvand” ring lover, 

And leave the maid to weep. 

V. : 

All melancholy lying, 

Thus auail d ſhe for ber dear; 
Repay'd each blaſt with fighing, 

Each billozv with a tear; 
When, o'er the white wave flooping, 

His floatiaa corpſe ſhe fby'd ; 
Then like a lily drooping, 

She bow'd her bead, and dy'd. 


Kitty. Why in this world ſhould wretched Kitty ftay ? 
What if theſe hands thould make myſelf away ? 
I could not ſure do otherways than well. 
A maid ſo true's too innocent for hell. 
But hearkye, Cis— |[IVhiſpers and gives her a penknife. 
Aunt. I do't- *tis but to try 


If the poor ſoul can have the heart to die. 
[Aide to the Haymakers, 
Thus then I ftrike---but turn thy head aſide. 
Kitty. Lis hameleſs ſure to fall as pigs have dy'd. 
No---take tl:is cord [Gives her a cord. 
Aunt. > = With this thou {halt be ſped. 
[ Putting the nooſe round her neck, 
Kitty. But curs are hang'd. — 
Aunt. Chritt ans ſhould die in bed. 
Kitty. Then lead me thither; there I'll moan and 
weep, 
And cloſe theſe weary eyes in death. 
Aunt. — or ſleep. Aſide. 
Kitty. When I am cold, and ſtretch'd upon my bier, 
My reſtleſs ſprite ſhall walk at midnight here : 1 
ere 
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Here ſhall I walk-—for, twas beneath yon tree 
Filbert firſt ſaid he lov'd—tov'd only me. 


[Kit ty fe aints. 
Grand. She {woons, poor ſoul-—help, Doll. 
Aunt. — She's in fits. 
Bring water, water, water. [Screaming. 


Fetch her wits. 
[They throw water upon her. 

Kitty. Hah!---I am turn'd a ftream---look all below 3 
It flows, and flows, and will for ever flow. 
The meads are all afloat the haycocks ſwim. 
Hah! who comes here!---my Filbert! drown not him. 
Bagpipes in butter, flocks in fleecy fountains, 
Churns, ſheep-hooks, ſeas of milk, and honey moun- 

tains. 


SCENE IX. Krrrr, GrandmoTurr, AUNT, 
HATMUAKERSC, FILBERT. 


Grandm. 


Kitty. Is it his ghoſt---or is it he indeed? 
Wert thou not ſent to war ? hah, doſt thou bleed? 


No 'tis my Filbert. 
Filb. Ves, tis he, tis he, 


[Embracing her. 


Dorcas confeſs' d; the Juſtice ſet me free. 
I'm thine again. 


Kitty. I thine 

Filb. Our fears are fled. 
Come, let's to Church, to Church. 

Kitty. To wed. 

Filb. To bed. 


Chorus of Haymakers. 
A wedding, a bedding; a wedding, a bedding. 
[Exeunt all the Actors. 


Sir Rog. Ay, now for the wedding. Where's he 


that _ the Parſon, Now, neighbours, you ſhall ſee 


H 5 what 
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what was never ſhewn upon the London ſtage.— 
Why, heigh day! what's our Play at a ſtand? 


Enter @ Countryman. 


Countrym. So, pleaſe your worſhfp, I ſhould have 
play'd the Parſon, but our Curate would not lend his 
gown, for he ſays it is a profanation. 

Sir Rog. What a ſcrupulous whim is this? an inno- 
cent thing ! believe me, an innocent thing. 


[The Juſtices aſſent by nods and figns, 
Enter Stave the pariſh-Clark. 


Stave. Maſter Doctor faith he hath two and twenty 


good reaſons againſt it from the Fathers, and he 1s 
come himſelf to utter them unto your Worſhip. 


Sir Reg. What ſhall our Play be ſpoil'd? I'll have 
none of his reaſons—call in Mr. Inference. 


Stave goes out, and re-enters. 


$:ave. Sir, be faith he never greatly affected ſtage 
Plays. 


WITHIN, 


$tawe, Stave, Stade. 


Sir Rog. Tell him that I ay 
WITHIN. 


Stave, Stave, 
Sir Rog. What, ſhall the Curate controul me? have 
not I the preſentation? tell him that I will nct have 


my Play ſpoil'd; nay, that he ſball marry the couple 
himſelf — I fay, be ſhall. 


Stave goes out, and re-enters. 


Stave. The ſteward hath perſwaded him to join their 
hands in the parlour within — but he faith he will not, 


and 
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and cannot in_ conſcience conſent to expoſe his cha- 4 
racter before neighbouring gentlemen ; neither will 
he enter into your Worſhip's hall; for he calleth it a | 
ſtage pro tempore. | 
Sir Humph. Very likely: The good Man may have 
reaſon. 
Juſtice Stat. In troth, we muſt in ſome ſort comply 
with the ſcrupulous tender conſcienc'd doctor. 
Sir Rog. Why, what's a Play without a marriage? 
and what is a marriage, if one ſees nothing of it? Let 
him have his humour---but ſee the doors wide open, 
that we may ſee how all goes on. [Exit Stave. 
[Sir Roger at the door pointing. 
So natural! d'ye ſee now, neighbours? the ring i-faith. 
To have and to hold! right again-—well play'd, doctor; 


well play'd, Son Thomas. Come, come, I'm fatisty'd 
now for the fiddles and dances. 


Enter Steward, Squire Thomas, Kitty, Stave, &c. 


Stew. vir Roger, you are very merry. 
So comes a reck'ning when the banguet's ver, 
The dreadful reck'ning, and men ſmile no more. 
I wiſh you joy of your Play, and of your daughter: I 
had no way but this to repair the injury your ſon had 
done my child---ſhe ſhall ſtudy to deſerve your favour. 
[Preſenting Kitty to Sir Roger. þ 
Sir Rog. Married! how married! can the marriage of '% 
Filbert and Carrot have any thing to do with my ſon ? 1 
Stexv. But the marriage of Thomas and Katharine 
may, Sir Roger. 
Sir Rog. What a plague, am I trick'd then ? I muſt 
have a ſtage play, with a pox ! 
Sir Humph. If this ſpeech be in the play, remember 
the tankard, Sir Roger, 
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Squire Thom. Zooks, theſe ſtage plays are plaguy 


dangerous things but Tam no ſuch fool neither, 
but I know this was all contrivance. | 

Juſtice Stat. Ay, Sir Roger, you told us it was you 
that gave him the hint. | 

Sir Rog. Why blockhead! puppy ! had you no 
more wit than to y the ceremony? he ſhould only 
have married you in rhime, fool. 

Squire Thom. Why, what did I know, had but ſo it is 
and ſince murder will out, as the ſaying is; look 
ye, father, I was under ſome fort of a promiſe too, d'ye 
ſee fo much for that If I be a huſband, I be a huſ- 
band, there's an end on't. — ſure I muſt have been 
married ſome time or other. 

[Sir Roger walks up and down fretting, and goes 
out in a paſſion. 

Sir Humph. In troth, it was in ſome fort my opi- 
nion before ; it is good in law. 


Juſtice Stat. Good in law, good in law---but hold, 
we muſt not loſe the Dance. 


LL DANCE. 
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STALE 
Our flage Play has a moral— and no doubt 
Teu all bave ſenſe enough to find it out. 
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EPISTLETL wa LADY. 


Occaſion d by the Arrival of HER RovaL 
H1 GHNESS. 


| ADAM, to all your cenſures I ſubmit, 
And frankly own I ſhould long fince have writ : 
You told me, ſilence would be thought a crime, 
And kindly ſtrove to teaze me into rhyme 
No more let trifling themes your Muſe employ, 
Nor laviſh verſe to paint a female toy ; 
Nor more on plains with rural damſels ſport, 
But ſing the glories of the Britiſh court. 

By your commands and inclination ſway'd, 
I call'd th' unwilling Muſes to my aid; 
Reſolv'd to write, the noble theme I choſe, 
And to the Princeſs thus the Poem roſe. 

Aid me bright Phœbus; aid, ye ſacred Nine; 
Exalt my Genius, and my verſe refine. 
My ftrains with Carolina's name I grace, 
The lovely parent of our royal race. 
Breathe ſoft, ye ⁊uind, ye waves in ſilence ſleep ; 
Let proſp'rous breezes wanton o er the deep, 
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Swell the white ſails, and with the ſtreamers play, 
To waft her gently o er the watry qway. 

Here I to Neptune form'd a pompous pray'r, 
To rein the winds, and guard the royal Fair 
Bid the blue Tritom ſound their twiſted ſhells, 
And call'd the Nereids from their pearly cells. 

Thus my warm zeal had drawn the Muſe along, 
Yet know no method to conduct her ſong : 

I then reſolv'd ſome model to purſue, 

Perus'd French Criticks, and began anew. 
Long open panegyrick drags at beſt, 

And praiſe i is only praiſe when well addreſs'd. 

Strait, Horace for ſome lucky Ode I fought : 
And all along I trac'd him thought by thought : 
This new performance to a friend I ſhow's; 
For ſhame, ſays he, what, imitate an Ode! 

Id rather ballads write, and Grub-freet lays, 
Than pillage Cz/ar for my patron's praile : 

One common fate all imitators ſhare, 

To ſave mince-pies, and cap the grocer's ware. 
Vex'd at the charge, I to the flames commit 
Rhymes, ſiqpiles, Lords names, and ends of wit; 
In blotted ſtanzas ſcraps of Odes expire, 

And fuſtian mounts in Pyramids of fire. 

Ladies, to you I next inſcrib'd my lay, 

And writ a letter in familiar way: 

For ſtill imparient till the Princeſs came, 

You from deſcription wiſh'd to know the dame; 
Each day my pleaſing labour larger grew, 

For ſtill new graces open'd to my view. 
Twelve lines ran on to introduce the theme, 
And then I thus purfu'd the growing ſcheme. 

Beauty and wit were ſure by nature join d, 
And charms are emanations of the mind; 

The foul tranſpiercing through the Kia frame, 
Forms all the graces of the Princely Dame : 
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Benevolence her converſation guides. 

Smiles on her cheek, and in her eye reſides. 

Such harmony upon her tongue is found, 

As ſoftens Engliſh to Italian ſoxnd - 

Yet in thoſe ſounds ſuch ſentiments appear, 

As charm the judgment, while they ſooth the ear. 
Religions chearful flame her boſom warms, 

Calms all her hours, and brightens all her charms. 

Henceforth, ye Fair, at chapel mind your pray'rs,, 

Nor catch your lovers eyes with artful airs ; 

Reſtrain your looks, kneel more, and whiſper leſs, 

Nor moſt devoutly criticize on dreſs. 
From her form all your characters of life, 

The tender mother, and the faithful wife. 

Oft have I ſeen her little infant train, 

The lovely promiſe of à future reign ; 

Obſeryd with pleaſure ev'ry dawning grace, 

And all the mother op ning in their face, 

The ſon ſhall add new honours to the line, 

And early. with paternal virtues ſhine ; 

When he the tale of Audenard repeats, 

His little heart with emulation beats; 

With congueſts yet to come his boſom glows, 

He dreams of triumphs and of vanquiſb'd foes. 

Each year with arts ſhall ſtore his rip ning brain, 

And from his Grandſire he ſhall learn to reign. 

T bus far I'd gone: Propitious riſing gales 

Now bid the ſailor hoiſt the fwelling fails. 

Fair Carolina lands ; the cannons roar 

White Albior's cliffs reſound from ſhore to ſhore ;, 

Behold the bright original appear, 

All praiſe is faint when Carolina's near. 

Thus to the nation's joy, but Poet's coſt, 

The Princeſs came, and my new plan was loſt. 
Since all my ſchemes were baulk'd, my laſt reſort, 

I left the Muſes to frequent the Court; 
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Penſive each night, from room to room I walk'd, 
To one I bow'd, and with another talk'd ; 
Enquir'd what news, or ſuch a Lady's name, 
And did the next day, and the next the ſame. 
Places, I found, were daily giv'n away, 

And yet no friendly Gazzette mention'd Gay. 

I aſk d a friend what method to purſue ; 

He cry'd, 1 want a. place as well as you. 
Another aſk'd me, why I had not writ : 

A Poet owes his fortune to his wit. 

Strait I reply'd, With what a courtly grace, 
Flows eaſy verſe from him that has a place ! 
Had Virgil neer at court improv'd his ſtrains ; - 
He till had ſung of flocks and homely ſwains ; 
And had not Horace ſweet preferment found, 
The Roman lyre had never learnt to ſound. 
Once Ladies fair in homely guiſe I ſung, 


And with their names wild woods and mountains rung. 


Oh, teach me now to ſtrike a ſofter ftrain ! 

The Court refines the language of the plain. 
You muſt, cries one, the Miniſtry rehearſe, 
And with each Patriot's name prolong your verſe, 
But ſure this truth to Poets ſhould be known, 

That praiſing all alike, is praifing none. 
Another told me, if I wiſh'd ſucceſs, 
To ſome diſtinguiſh'd Lord I muſt addreſs ; 
One whoſe high virtues ſpeak his noble blood, 
One always zealous for his country's good ; 
Where valour and ſtrong eloquence unite, 
In council cautious, reſolute in fight ; 
Whoſe gen'rous temper prompts him to defend, 
And patronize the man that wants a friend. 
You have, tis true, the noble Patron ſhown, 
But I, alas! am to Argyle unknown. 
Still ev'ry one I met in this agreed, 
That writing was my method to ſucceed ; 


But 
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But now preferments ſo poſſeſs'd by brain, 
That ſcarce I could produce a ſingle ftrain : 
Indeed I ſometimes hammer'd out a line, 
Without connection as without deſign. 

One morn upon the Princeſs-this I writ, 

An Epigram that boaſts more truth than wit. 

The pomp of titles eaſy faith might ſbale, 

She ſcorn'd an empire for religions ſake * 
For this, on earth, the Britiſh crown is giv'n, 
And an immortal crown decreed in bead n. 
Again, while GEORGE' virtues raisd my 
thought, 
The following lines prophetick fancy wrought. 

Methinks I fee ſome Bard, whoſe heawv'nly rage 
Shall riſe in ſong, and warm a future age; 

Look back through time, and, wrapt in wonder, trace 
The glorious ſeries of the Brunſwick race. 

From the firſt GEORGE theſe godlike kings deſcend, 

A line which only with the world ſhall end; 

The next a gen'rous Prince renown'd in arms, 

And bleſs'd, long bleſi'd, in Carolina's charms ; 
From theſe the reſt Tis thus ſecure in peace, 

We plow the fields, and reap the year's increaſe : 
Now Commerce, wealthy Goddeſs, rears her head, 
And bids Britannia's fleets their canvas ſpread ; 
Unnumber'd ſhips the peopled ocean hide, 

And wealth returns with each revolving tide. 

Here paus'd the ſullen Muſe, in haſte I dreſs'd, 
And through the croud of needy courtiers preſs d; 
Though unſucceſsful, happy whilſt I ſee, 

Thoſe eyes that glad a nation, ſhine on me. 
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A Tourney to EXETER. 


HILE you, my Lord, bid ſtately piles aſcend, 
Or in your Chyfwick bow'rs enjoy your friend; 
Where Pope unloads the boughs within his reach, 
The purple vine, blue plumb, and bluſbing peach; 
journey far----You knew fat Bards might tire, 
And, mounted, ſent me forth your truſty Squire. 
Twas on the day that city dames repair 
To take their weekly doſe of Hide-Par air; 
When forth we trot : no carts the road infeſt, 
For ſtill on Sundays country horſes reſt. 
Thy gardens, Kenſington, we leave unſeen ; 
Through Hammerſmith jog on to Turnham-green : 
That Twrnham-green, which dainty pidgeons fed, 
But feeds no more; for * Solomon is dead. 
Three duſty miles reach Brandford's tedious town, 
For dirty ſtreets, and white-leg'd chickens known : 
Thence o'er wide ſhrubby heaths, and furrow'd lanes 
We come, where Thames divides the meads of Stanes. 
We ferry'd o'er ; for late the winter's flood 
Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood. 
Prepar'd for war, now Bagſhot-Heath we crols, 
Where broken gameſters oft repair their loſs. 
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A man lately famous for feeding pidgeons at Turn- 
bam-green. 
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At Hartley-Row the foaming bit we preſt, 

While the fat landlord welcom'd ev'ry gueſt. 

Supper was ended, healths the glaſſes crown'd,. 

Our hoſt extoll'd his wine at ev'ry round, 

Relates the Juſtices late meeting there, 

How many bottles drank, and what their cheer ; 

What Lords had been his gueſts in days of yore, 

And prais'd their wiſdom much, their drinking more. 
Let travellers the morning vigils keep: 

The morning, roſe ; but we lay faſt aſleep. 

Twelve tedious miles we bore the ſultry tun, 

And Popham-Lane was ſcarce in fight by one : 

The ſtraggling village harbour'd thieves of old, 

"T'was here the ſtage-coach'd laſs refign'd her gold; 

That gold which had in. London purchas'd gowns, 

And ſent her home a Belle to country towns. 

But robbers haunt no more the neighbouring wood: 

Here unown'd infants find their daily food ; 

For ſhould the maiden mother nurſe her fon, 

Twould ſpoil her match when her good name is gone. 

Our jolly hoſteſs nineteen children bore, 

Nor fail'd her breaſt to ſuckle nineteen more. 

Be juſt, ye Prudes, wipe off the long arrear; 

Be virgins ſtill in town, but mothers here. 
Sutton we paſs, and leave her ſpacious down, 

And with the ſetting ſun reach Stockbridge town. 

O'er our parch'd tongue the rich metheglin glides, 

And the red dainty trout our knife divides. 

Sad melancholy ev'ry viſage wears; 

What, no Election come in ſev'n long years! 

Of all our race of Mayors, ſhall Szoww alone 

Be by Sir Richard's dedication known? 

Our ſtreets no more with tides of ale ſhall float, 

Nor coblers teaſt three years upon one vote. 
Next morn, twelve miles led o'er ta' unbounded plain, 


Where the cloak d ſhepherd guides his fleecy train. 1 
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No leafy bow'rs a noonday ſhelter lend, 
Nor from the chilly dews at night defend ; 
With wondrous art, he counts the ſtraggling flock, 
And by the ſun informs you what's a clock. 
How are our ſhepherds fall'n from ancient days! 
No Amatyllis chaunts alternate lays : 
From her no liſt'ning ecchos learn to ſing, 
Nor with his reed the jocund valleys ring. 
Here ſheep the paſture hide, there harveits bend, 
See Sarum's ſteeple o'er yon hill aſcend ; 
Our horſes faintly trot beneath the heat, 
And our keen ſtomachs know the hour to eat. 
Who can forſake thy walls, and nat admire 
The proud Cathedral, and the lofty ſpire ? 
What ſempſtreſs has not prov'd thy ſciſſars good? 
From hence firſt came th' intriguing ridinghood. 
Amid “ three boarding-ſchools well ſtock'd with miſſes, 
Shall three knights errant ſtarve for want of kiſſes? 
O'er the green turf the miles ſlide ſwift away, 
And Blandford ends the labours of the day. 
The morning roſe ; the ſupper reck ning paid, 
And our due tees diſcharg'd to man and maid, 
The ready Hoſtler near the ſtirrup ſtands, 
And as we mount, our haltpence load his hands. 
Now the ſteep hill fair Dorche/ter o'erlooks, 
Border'd by meads, and waſh'd by filver brooks. 
Here ſleep my two companions eyes ſuppreſt, 
And propt in elbow chans they tnoring relt : 
I weary fit, and with my pencil trace 
Their painiul pottures, and their ey eleſs face; 
Then ccicate each glaſs to ſome {air name, 
And on the ſaſn the diamond crawls my flame. 
Now o'er true Romas way our horſes found, 
Grewvius would kneel, and kiſs the ſacred ground 4 
n 
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On either ſide low fertile valleys lye, 
1 he diſtant proſpects tire the trav'ling eye. 
Through Bridpert's ſtony lunes our rout we take, 
And the proud fteep deſcend to Morcomb's lake. 
As herſes paſs'd, our landlord robb'd the pall, 
And with the mournful ſcutheon hung his hall. 
On unadult'rate wine we here regale, 
And ftrip the lobſter of his ſcarlet mail. 
We climb'd the hills, when ſtarry night aroſe, 
And Axminſter atfords a kind repoſe. 
The maid, ſubdu'd by fees, her trunk unlocks, 
And gives the cleanly aid of dowlas ſmocks. 
Mean time our ſhirts her buſy fingers rub, 
While the ſoap lathers o'er the foaming tub. 
It women's geer ſuch pleaſing dreams incite, 
Lend us your ſmocks, ye damſels, ev'ry night! 
We riſe, our beards demand the barber's art ; 
A female enters, and performs the part. 
The weighty golden chain adorns her neck, 
And three gold rings her ſkilful hand bedeck : 
Smooth o'er our chin her eaſy fingers move, 
Soft as when Venus ſtroak'd the beard of Je. 
Now from the ſteep, midit ſcatter d cotts and groves, 
Our eye through Honitor's fair valley roves. 5 
Behind us ſoon the buſy town we leave, 
Where fineſt lace induſtrious laſſes weave, 
Now ſwelling clouds roll'd on; the rainy load 
Stream'd down our hats, and fmeak'd along the road; 
When (O bleſt fight !) a friendly ſign we fpy'd, 
Our ſpurs are flacken'd from the horſes fide ; 
For ſure a civil hoſt the houſe commands, 
Upon whoſe ſign this courteous motto ſtands. 
This is the ancient hand, an ede the pen; 
Fore is for horſes hay, and meat for men. 
How rhyme would flourith, did each fon of fame 
Know his own genius, and direct his flame! 
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Then he, that could not Epic flights rehearſe, 
Might ſweetly mourn in Elegiac verſe. 

But were his Muſe for Elegy unfit, 

Perhaps a Diſtich might not ſtrain his wit; 

It Epigram offend, his harmleſs lines 

Might in gold letters ſwing on ale-houſe ſigns. 
Then Hobbinol might propagate his bays, 

And Tuttle-fields record his ſimple lays ; 

Where rhymes like theſe might lure the nurſes eyes, 
While gaping infants ſquawl for farthing pies. 
Treat here, ye ſbepherds blithe, your damſels ſweet, 

For pies and cheeſecakes are for damſels meet. 

Then Maurus in his proper ſphere might ſhine, 
And theſe proud numbers grace great William's ſign. 
* This is the man, this the Naſſovian, ꝛohem 

I vam d the brave deliverer to come. 

But now the driving gales ſuſpend the rain, 

We mount our ſteeds, and Dewor's city gain. 

Hail, happy native land! — but I forbear, 

What other Countries muſt with envy hear. 


—— 
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* Prince Arthur, Book 5. 
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To the Right Honourable 


WILLIAM PULTENEY, Eſq; 


ULT”NEY, methinks you blame my breach of word; 
What, cannot Paris one poor page afford? 
Yes, I can ſagely, when the times are paſt, 
Laugh at thoſe follies which I ſtrove to taſte, 
And each amuſement, which we flrar'd, review, 
Pleas d with meer talking, ſince I talk to you. 
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But how ſhall I deſcribe in humble proſe, _ 
Their Balls, Aſſemblies, Operas and Beaus? 
In proſe, you cry! Oh no, the Muſe muſt aid, 
And leave Parnaſſus for the Tuillerie's ſhade ; 
Shall he (who late Britannia's city trod, 
And led the draggled Muſe, with pattens ſhod, 
Through dirty lanes, and alley's doubtful ways) 
Refuſe to write, when Paris aſks his lays ! 

Well then, I'll try. Deſcend, ye beauteous Nine, 


In all the colours of the rainbow ſhine, 


Let ſparkling ſtars your neck and ear adorn, 
Lay on the bluſhes of the crimſon morn, 
So may ye Balls and gay Aſſemblies grace, 
And at the Op'ra claim the foremoſt place. 

Trav'lers ſhould ever fit expreſſion chuſe, 
Nor with low phraſe the lofty theme abuſe, 
When they deſcribe the ſtate of eaſtern Lords, 
Pomp and magnificence ſhould ſwell their words; 
And when they paint the ſerpent's ſcaly pride, 
Their lines ſhould hiſs, their numbers ſmoothly ſlide; 
But they, unmindful of Poetick rules, 
Deſcribe alike Mockaws, and great Moguls. 
Dampier would thus, without ill-meaning ſatyr, 
Dreſs forth in ſimple ſtyle the Petit-Maitre. 

In Paris, there's a race of animals, 
(I've ſeen them at their Operas and Balls) 
They fland ere, they dance when-&er they walk, 
Monkeys in action, paroquets in talk ; 
They're crown'd with feathers, like the cockatoo, 
And, like camelions, daily change their hue ; 
From patches juſily plac'd they borrow graces, 
And with cd on lacker o er their faces, 
This cuſtom, as we wiſibly diſcern, 
They, by frequenting Ladies toilettes, learn. 
Thus might the trav'ler eaſy truth impart, 
Into the ſubject let me nobly ſtart! 


How 
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How happy lives the man, how ſure to charm, 
Whoſe knot embroider'd flutters down his arm! 
On him the ladies caſt the yielding glance, 

Sigh in his ſongs, and languiſh in his dance ; 
While wretched is the Wit, contemn'd, forlorn, 
Whoſe gummy hat no ſcarlet plumes adorn ; 
No broider'd flow'rs his worſtgd ankle grace, 
Nor cane emboſs'd with gold directs his pace; 
No Lady's favour on his ſword is hung. 

What, though Apollo diftate from his tongue, 
His wit is ſpiritleſs and void of grace, 

Who wants th' aſſurance of brocade and lace. 
While the gay fop genteely talks of weather, 
The fair in raptures doat upon his feather ; 
Like a Court Lady though he write and ſpell, 
His minuet ſtep was faſhion'd by * Marcell; 

He dreſſes, fences. - What avails to know ? 

For women chuſe their men, like filks, for ſhow. 
Is this the thing, you cry, that Paris boaſts ? 

Is this the thing renown'd among our Toaſts ? 
For ſuch a flutt'ring ſight we need not roam ; 
Our own Aſſemblies ſhine with theſe at home. 

Let us into the field of beauty ſtart ; 

Beauty's a theme that ever warm'd my heart. 
Think not, ye Fair, that I the Sex accuſe : 
How ſhall I ſpare you, prompted by the Muſe ? 
(The Muſes all are Prudes) ſhe rails, ſhe frets, 
Amidft this ſprightly nation of Coguettes; 

Yet let not us their looſe coquett'ry blame; 
Women of ev'ry nation are the fame. 

You alk me, it Pariſian dames, like ours, 
With rattling dice profane the Sunday's hours; 
If they the gameiter's pale-ey'd vigils keep, 

And ſtake their honour u hile their huſbands ſleep. 


* A ſumous dancing-maſler. 
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Yes, Sir; like Engliſh Toaſts, the dames of France 
Will riſque their income on a ſingle chance. 
Nannette laſt night a tricking Pharaon play'd, 
The cards the Tallier's ſliding hand obey'd, 
To day her neck no brilliant circle wears, 
Nor the ray-darting pendant loads her ears. 
Why does old Chloris an Aſſembly hold? 
Chloris each night divides the ſharper's gold. 
Corinna's cheek with frequent loſſes burns, 
And no bold Trente le va her fortune turns. 
Ah, too raſh virgin! where's thy virtue flown ? 
She pawns her perſon for the ſharper's loan. 
Yet who with juſtice can the fair upbraid, 
Whoſe debts of honour are ſo duely paid? 

But let me not forget the Toilette's cares, 
Where art each morn the languid cheek repairs : 
This red's too pale, nor gives a diſtant grace; 
Madame to day puts on her Op'ra face; 
From this we ſcarce extract the milk-maid's bloom, 
Bring the deep dye that warms acroſs the room : 
Now flames her cheek, fo ſtrong her charms prevail, 
That on her gown the ſilken roſe looks pale! 
Not but that France ſome native beauty boaſts, 
Clermont and Charolois might grace our Toaſts. 
When the ſweet-breathing ſpring unfolds the buds, 
Love flies the duity town tor ſhady woods. 
Then Totenham fields with roving beauty ſwarm, 
And Hamſtead balls the city virgin warm, 
Then Chelſea meads o' erhear perfidious vows, 
And the preſt gratis defrauds the grazing cows. 
Tis here the fame ; but in a higher ſphere, 
For ev'n Court Ladies fin in open air. 
What Cit with a gallant would truſt his ſpouſe 
Beneath the tempting ſhade of Greenwich boughs ? 
What Peer of France would let his Dutcheſs rove, 
Where Boulagues cloſeſt yoo invite to love? 

But 
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But here no wiſe can blaſt her huſband's fame, 

Cuckold is grown an honourable name. 

Stretch'd on the graſs the ſhepherd ſighs his pain, 

And on the graſs what ſhepherd ſighs in vain ? 

On Chloe's lap here Damon laid along, 

Melts with the languiſh of her am'rous ſong; 

There Iris flies Palæmon through the glade, 

Nor trips by chance till in the thickeſt ſhades 

Here Celimene defends her lips and breaſt, 

For kiſſes are by ſtruggling cloſer preſt; 

Alexis there with eager flame grows bold, 

Nor can the nymph his wanton fingers hold ; 

Be wiſe, Alexis; what, ſo near the road! 

Hark, a coach rolls, and huſbands are abroad! 

Such were our pleaſures in the days of yore, 

When am'rous Charles Britannia's ſcepter bore; 

The nightly ſcene of joy the Park was made, 

And Love in couples peopled ev'ry ſhade. 

But fince at Court the rural taſte is loft, 

What mighty ſums have velvet couches coſt ! 
Sometimes the Tuillierie's gaudy walk I love, 


Where I through crouds of ruſtling manteau's rove ; 


As here from ſide to fide my eyes I caſt, 

And gaz d on all the glitt'ring train that paſt, 
Sudden a fop ſteps forth before the reſt ; 

I knew the bold embroid'ry of his veſt. 

He thus accoſts me with familiar air, 

Parbleu ! on a {ait cet habit en Angliterre ! 

Quelle manche ! ce galon eft proſſi-remont range ; 
7 jola quelque choſe de fort bear. et devage! | 
This faid : On his red heel he turns, and then 
Humms a ſoft minuct, and proceeds agen. 
Well; now you've Paris ſeen, you'll frankly own 
Yuur boaſted London ſeems a country town z 

Aus chriſtianity yet reach'd your nation? 

Are churches built? Are Maſquerades in faſhion ? 
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Doe daily Soupes your dinners introduce? 

Are muſick, ſnuff, and coaches yet in uſe ? 

Pardon me, Sir ; we know the Paris mode, 
And gather Politeſſe from Courts abroad. 

Like you our Courtiers keep a num'rous train 
To load their coach ; and tradeſmen dun in vain. 
Nor has Religion left us in the lurch, 

And, as in France, our vulgar croud the Church; 
Our Ladies too ſupport the Maſquerade, 

The ſex by nature love th intriguing trade. 
Strait the vain fop in ign'rant rapture cries, 
Paris the barb'rous world will civilize ! 

Pray, Sir, point out among the paſſing band, 
The preſent Beauties who the town command. 
See yonder dame; ſtrid virtue chills her breaſt, 
Mark in her eye demure the Prude profeſt; 

That frozen boſom native fire muſt want, 

Which boaſts of conſtancy to one Gallant ! 

This next the ſpoils of fifty lovers wears, 

Rich Dandin's brilliant fawours grace ber ears; 
The necklace Florio's gen'rous flame beſtow'd, 
Clitander's ſparkling gems her finger had; 

But now, her charms grow cheap by conſtant uſe. 
She fins for ſcarfs, clock'd flockings, knots, and ſhoes, 
This next with ſober gait and ſerious leer, 
Wearies her knees with morn and eu ning pray'r; 
She ſcorns th' ignoble love of feeble pages, 

But with three Abbots in one night engapes. 

This with the Cardinal her nights employs, 
Where holy finews conſecrate her joys. 

Why have I promis'd things beyond my poww'r ! 
Five aſſienations await me at this hour, 

The ſsrightly Counteſs firft my viſit claims, 

To morrow ſhall ineulge inferior dames. 

Pardon me, Sir; that thus I take my leawvs, 

Gay Florimella /lily twitch'd my /leeve. 
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Adieu, Monſieur-— The Op'ra hour draws near. 
Not tee the Op'ra! all the world is there; 
Where on the ſtage th' embroider'd youth of France 
In bright array attract the female glance: 
This languiſhes, this ſtruts to ſhow his mein, 
And not a gold-ciock'd ſtocking moves unſeen. 

But hark! the full Orcheſtra ſtrike the ſtrings : 
The Hero ſtruts and the whole audience ſings. 


My jarring ear harſh grating murmurs wound, 
Hoarſe and confus'd, like Babel's mingled found. 


Hard chance had plac'd me near a noiſie throat, 
'That in rough quavers bellow'd ev'ry note. 
Pray Sir, ſays I, ſuſpend a while your ſong, 
'The Op'ra's drown'd; your lungs are wondrous ſtrong; 
I wiſh to hear your Roland's ranting ſtrain, 
While he with rooted foreſts ſtrows the plain. 
Sudden he ſhrugs ſurprize, and anſwers quick, 
Monfieur apparemment n'aime tas la muſique. 
Then turning round, he join'd th' ungrateful noiſe 
And the loud Chorus thund'red with his voice. 
O ſooth me with ſome ſoft Italian air, 
Let harmony compoſe my tortur'd ear! 
When Anaſtaſia's voice commands the ſtrain, 
The melting warble thrills through ev'ry vein ; 
Thought ſtands ſuſpence, and ſilence pleas'd attends, 
Wie in her notes the heav'nly Choir deſcends. 
But you'll imagine I'm a Frenchman grown, 
Pleas'd and content with nothing but iny own, 
So ſtrongly with this prejudice pollett, 
He thinks French muſick and French painting beft. 
Mention the force of learn'd Core/l/'s notes, 
Some {ſcraping fidler of their Ball he quotes; 
Talk of the ſpirit Raphaels pencil gives, 
Yet warm with life whoſe ſpeaking, picture lives; 
Ves, Sir, ſays he, in colour and deſign, 
Rigaut and Raphael are extremely line! 
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Tis true his country's love tranſports his breaſt 
With warmer zeal, than your old Greeks profeſt. 
Ulyſſes lov'd his Ithaca of yore, 

Yet that ſage trav'ler left his native ſhore ; 

What ſtronger virtue in the Frenchman ſhines ! 

He to dear Paris all his life confines. 

I'm not fo fond. There are, I muſt confeſs, 

Things which might make me love my country leſs. 
I ſhould not think my. Britain had ſuch charms, . 

If loſt to learning, if enflav'd by arms; 

France has her Richlieus and her Colberts known, 
And then, I grant it, France in ſcience ſhone : 

We too, I own, without ſuch aids may chance ; 
In ignorance and pride to rival France. 

But let me not forget Corneille, Racine, 

Boileau's ſtrong ſenſe and Meliere's hum'rous Scene. 
Let Cambray's name be ſung above the reſt, 
Whoſe maxims Pultney, warm thy patriot breaſt ; 
In Mentor's precepts wiſdom ſtrong and clear 
DiQates ſublime, and diſtant nations hear. 

Hear all ye Princes, who the world controul, 
What cares, what terrors haunt the tyrant's foul ; 
His conſtant train are anger, fear, diſtruſt. 

To be a King, is to be good and juſt; 

His people he protects, their rights he ſaves, 

And ſcorns to rule a wretched race of ſlaves. 

Happy, thrice happy ſhall the monarch reign, 
Where guardian laws deſpotick power reſtrain ! 
There thall the plough-thare break the ſtubborn land, 
And bending harveſt tire the peaſant's hand; 
There liberty her ſettled manſion boaſts, 

There commerce plenty brings from foreign coaſts. 
O Britain, guard thy laws, thy rights defend, 
So ſhall thete bleſſings to thy ſons deſcend ! 

You'll think 'tis time ſome other theme to chuſe, 

And not with Beaus and Fops fatigue the Muſe : 


3 | Should 
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Should ] let Satire looſe on Exgliſß ground, 
There fools of various character abound; 
But here my verſe is to one race confin d, 
All Freuchmen are of Petit- maitre kind. 
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To the Right Hon. PAUL METHUEN, Eſq; 
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ES, I'll maintain what you have often ſaid, 

That tis encouragement makes Science ſpread ; 
True gen'rous Spirits proſp'rous vice deteſt, 
And love to cheriſh virtue when diftreſt : 
But ere our mighty Lords thus ſcheme purſue, 
Our mighty Lords muſt think and act like you. 

Why muſt we climb the A/pine mountain's ſides 
To find the feat where Harmony reſides ? 
Why touch we not fo ſoft the filver lute, 
The chearful haut-boy, and the mellow flute? 
Tis not th' Italian clime improves the ſound, 
But there the Patrons of her ſons are found. 
Why flouriſh'd verſe in great Auguſtus reign ? 

He and Mec#nas lov'd the Muſe's ſtrain. | 
But now that wight in poverty muſt mourn 
W i:o was (O cruel ſtars!) a Poet born. 
Yet there are ways for authors to be great ; 
Write ranc'rous libels to reform the State: 
Or if you chuſe more ſure and readier ways, 
Spatter a miniſter with fulſome Praiſe ; 
Launci out with freedom, flatter him enough ; 
Fear not, all Men are dedication-Proof, 
Be bolder yet, you muſt go farther ſtill, 
Dip deep in gall thy mercenary quill. 
He, who his pen in party quarrels draws, 
Liſts a hir'd bravo to ſupport the caule ; 
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He muſt indulge his Patron's heat and ſpleen, 
And ſtab the fame of thoſe he ne er has ſeen. 
Why then ſhould authors mourn their deſp'rate caſe ? 
Be brave, do this, and then demand a place. 
Why art thou poor? exert the giſts to riſe, 
And baniſh tim'rous virtue from thy eyes. 

All this ſeems modern preface, where we're told 
That wit. is prais'd, but hungry lives and cold: 
Againſt th' ungrateful age theſe authors roar, 

And fancy learning ſtarves becauſe they're poor, 
Yet why ſhould learning hope ſucceſs at Court ? 
Why ſhould our Patriots virtue's cauſe ſupport ? 
Why to true merit ſhould they have regard? 
'They know that virtue is its own reward. 

Yet let not me of grievances complain, 

Who (though the meaneſt of the Muſe's train) 
Can boaſt ſubſcriptions to my humble lays, 

And mingle profit with my little praiſe. 

Alk Painting, why ſhe loves Heſperian air. 

Go view, ſhe crys, my glorious labours there : 
There in rich palaces I reign in ſtate, 

And on the temple's lofty domes create. 

The nobles view my works with knowing eyes, 
They love the ſcience, and the painter prize. 

Why didft thou, Kent, forego thy native land, 
To emulate in picture Raphael's hand? 

Think'ſt thou for this to raiſe thy name at home ? 
Go back, adorn the palaces of Rome; 
There on the walls let thy juſt labours ſhine, 
And Kaphael live again in thy deſign. 
Yet ſtay awhile; call all thy genius forth, 
For Burlington unbyaſs'd knows thy worth; 
His judgment in thy maſter-ſtrokes can trace 
Titian's itrong fire and Guide's ſofter grace; 
But, oh conſider, ere thy works appear, 
Cauſt thou unhurt the tongue of envy hear? 
| I 4 Cenſure 
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Cenſure will blame, her breath was ever ſpent 
To blaſt the laurels of the Eminent. 
While Burlington's proportion'd columns riſe, 
Does not he ſtand the gaze of envious eyes ? 
Doors, windows are ;ondemn'd by paſling fools, 
Who know not that they damn Palladio's rules. 
If Charndois with a lib'ral hand beſtow, 
Cenſure imputes it all to pomp and ſhow ; 
When, if the motive right were underſtood, 
His daily pleaſure is in doing good. 

Had Pope with groveling numbers fill'd his page, 
Dennis had never kindled into rage. 
*Tis the ſublime that hurts the Critic's eaſe ; 
Write nonſenſe and he reads and ſleeps in peace. 
Were Prior, Congreve, Swift and Pope unknown, 
Poor {lander-ſelling Curll would be undone. 
He who would free from malice paſs his days, 
Muſt live obſcure, and never merit praiſe. 
But let this tale to valiant virtue tell 
The daily perils of deſerving well. 

A crow was ſtrutting o'er the ſtubbled plain, 
Juſt as a lark deſcending clos'd his ſtrain. 
The crow beſpoke him thus with ſolemn grace, 
Thou moſt accompliſh'd of the feather'd race, 
What force of lungs ! how clear! how ſweet you ſing ! 
And no bird ſoars upon a itronger wing. : 
The lark, who ſcorn'd folt flatt'ry thus replies, : 
True, I ling ſweet, and on ſtrong pinion riſe ; 5 
Vet let me paſs my life from envy free, 
For what advantage are theſe gitts to me? 
My ſong confines me to the wiry cage, 
My fligzt provokes the faulcon's fatal rage. 
But as you pals, I hear the fowlers ſay, 
Jo moo at crows is powder flung away. 
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An An ſtrer to the Sompner's Prologue of 
Chaucer. 


In imitation of Chaucer's ſtyle. 


* HE Sompner leudly hath his Prologue told, 
And ſaine on the Freers his tale japing and bold; 
Hov that in Hell they ſearchen near and wide, | 
And ne one Freer in all thilke place eſpyde, : 
But lo! the devil turned his erſe about, 
And twenty thouſand Freers wend in and out. 
By which in Jeoffrys rhyming it appears, 
Ihe divel's belly is the hive of Freers. 
Now liſtneth lordings! forthwith ye ſhall hear, 
What happen'd at a houſe in Larcaſbire, 
A milere that had londs and tenement, 
Who raketh from his villaines taxes and rent, 
Owned a houſe which emptye long y-ſtood, 
Full deeply ſited in a derkning wood, 
Murmring a ſhallow brook runneth along, 
Mong the round ſtones it maken doleful ſong. 
Now there ſpreaden a rumour that everich night 
The rooms ihaunted been by many a ſprite, 
The miller avoucheth, and all there about, 
That they full oft hearen the helliſh rout ; 
I'5 Some 
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Some ſaine they hear the jingling of chains, 
And ſome hath yheard the pfautries ſtraines, 
At midnight ſome the headlefs horſe imeet, 
And ſome eſpien a corſe in a white ſheet, 
And oother things, faye, elfin and elfe, 
And ſhapes that feare createn to it ſelfe. 
Now it ſo hapt, there was not ferre away, 
Of grey Freers a faire and rich Abbaye, 
Where liven a Freer ycleped Pere Thomas, 


Who daren alone in derke through church-yerds paſs. 


This Freer would lye in thilke houſe all night, 
In hope he might eſpyen a dreadful ſprite. 
He taketh candle, beads, and holy watere, 


And legends eke of Saintes, and bookes of prayere, 


He entreth the room, and looketh round abour, 
And haſpen the door to haſpen the goblin out. 
The candle hath he put cloſe by the bed, 
And in lo'y tone his ave mary ſaid. 
With water now be ſprinkled hath the floore, 
And maken croſs on key-hole of the doore. 
Ne was there not a mouſe-hole in thilke place, 
But he y-croſſed hath by God his grace; 
He croſſed hath this, and eke he croſſed that, 
With benedicite and God knows what. 

Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown, 


When the clock had juſt ſtricken the twelfth ſoun. 


Bethinketh hem now what the cauſe had ibeen, 
Why many ſprites by mortals have been ſeen. 
Hem remembreth how Dan Plutarch hath y- ſed 
That Cz/ar's ſprite came to Brute his bed; 

Of chains that frighten erſt Artemidore, 

The tale of Pline, Valere, and many more. 

Hem thinketh that ſome murdere here been done, 
And he mougnt · ſee ſome bloodye ghoſt anone, 
Or that ſome orphlines writings here be ſtor'd, 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board : 


Or 
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Or thinketh hem, if he mought ſee no ſprite, 
The Abbaye mought buy this houſe cheape out right. 
As hem thus thinketh, anone aſleep he lies, 
Up ſtarten Sathanas with ſaucer eyes. 
He turneth the Freer upon his Face downright, 
Diſplaying his nether-cheeks full broad and Toke, 
Then quoth Dan Sathanas as he thwacked him fore, 
Thou didſt forget to guard thy poſtern door. 
There is an hole which hath not croſſed been : 
Farewel, from whence I came, I creepen in. 
Now plain it is ytellen in my verſe, 
If divels in hell bear Freers in their erſe, 
On earth the Devil in Freers doth y-dwell ; 
Were there no Freers, the Devil mought keep in hell. 


WORK for a COOPER, 


Man may lead a happy life, 

Without that needful thing a wife : 

This long have luſty Abbots known, 

Who ne'er knew ſpouſes—-of their own. 
What though your houſe be clean and neat, 

With couches, chairs, and beds compleat ; 

Though you can each day invite a friend, 

Though he ſhould ev'ry diſh commend, 

On Bagſbot- heath your mutton fed, 

Your fowls at Brandford born and bred ; 

Though pureſt wine your cellars boaſt, 

Wine worthy of the faireſt Toaſt ; 

Yet there are other things requir d: 

Ritig, and let's ſee the maid you hir d 


Blol- 
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Bleſs me! thoſe hands might hold a broom, 
Twirl round a mop, and waſh a room: 
A batchelor his maid ſhould keep, 

Not for that ſervile uſe to ſweep, 

Let her his humour underſtand, 

And turn to ev'ry thing her hand. 

Get you alafs that's young and tight, 
Whoſe arms are, like her apron, white ; 
What though her ſhift be ſeldom ſeen ? 
Let that though courſe be always clean ; 
She might each morn your tea attend, 
And on your wriſt your ruffle mend ; 
Then if you break a roguilh jeſt, 

Or ſqueeze her hand, or pat her breaſt, 
She cries, oh dear Sir, don't be naught ! 
And bluſhes ſpeak her laſt night's fault. 
To her your houſhold cares confide, 

Let your keys jingle at her ſide, 

A footman's blunders teaze and fret ye, 
Ev'n while you chide you ſmile on Betty. 
Diſcharge him then if he's too ſpruce, 
For Betty's for his maſter's ule. 

Will you your am'rous fancy baulk, 
For fear ſome prudiſh neighbour talk? 
But you'll object, that you're afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid ; 
Beſides your wiſer heads will ſay, 

That ſhe who turns her hand this way, 
From one vice to another drawn, 

Will lodge your ſilver ſpoons in pawn. 
Has not the homely wrinkled jade 
More need to learn the pilfring trade? 
For Love all Betty's wants ſupplys, 
Laces her ſhoes, her manteau dyes, 

All her ſtuff ſuits ſhe flings away, 

And wears thread ſattin every day. 


Who 
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Who then a dirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the hearth of kitchen fire? 
When all muſt own, were Betty put 
To the black duties of the ſlut, 

As well ſhe ſcow'rs or ſcrubs a floor, 

And ſtill is good for ſomething more. 
Thus, to avoid the greater vice, 

I knew a Prieſt, of conſcience nice, 

To quell his luſt for neighbour's ſpouſe, 

Keep fornication in his houſe. 

But you're impatient all this time, 
Fret at my counſel, curſe my rhyme, 
Be fatisfy'd. Pl talk no more, 

For thus my tale begins---Of yore 
There dwelt at Blois à Prieſt full fair, 
With rolling eye and criſped hair, 

His chin hung low, his brow was ſleek, 
Plenty lay baſking on his cheek, 

Whole days at cloyſter grates he ſat, 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 

So feelingly; the Nuns lamented 

That double bars were e'er invented. 
If he the wanton wife confeſt 

With downcaſt eye and heaving breaſt ; 
He ſtroak' d her cheek to ſtill her fear, 
And talk'd of ſins en Cavalier. 

Each time enjoyn'd her penance mild, 
And fondled on her like his child. 

At ev'ry jovial goſlip's feaſt 

Pere Bernard was a welcome gueſt, 
Mirth ſuffer'd not the leaſt reſtraint, 

He could at will ſhake off the faint ; 
Nor frown'd he when they freely ſpoke, 
But ſhook his ſides, and took the joke; 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeſt, 

And ſhar'd the ſins, which they confeft. 


181 


Yet 


182 F 

Yet that he might not always roam, 
He kept conveniencies at home. 

His maid was in the bloom of beauty, 
Well-limb'd for ev'ry focial duty; 

He meddled with no houſhold cares, 
To her conſign'd his whole affairs; 
She of his Study kept the keys, 

For he was ſtudious—of his eaſe : 

She had the pow'r of all his locks, 
Could rummage ev'ry cheſt and box, 
Her honeſty ſuch credit gain'd, 

Not ev'n the cellar was reſtrain'd. 

In troth it was a goodly ſhow, 
Lin'd with full hogſheads all a-row ; 
One veſſel, from the rank remov'd, . 
Far dearer than the reſt he lov'd. 
Pour faire bon bouche twas ſet aſide, 
To all but choicelt friends deny'd. 

He now and then would fend a quart, . 
To warm ſome wife's retentive heart, 
Againſt confeſſion's ſullen hour: 
Wine has all ſecrets in its pow'r. 

At common feaſts it had been waſte, . 
Nor was it fit for layman's taſte ; 

If monk or friar were his gueſt, 

They drank it, for they know the beſt. 
Nay, he at length fo fond was grown, 
He always drank it when---alone, 

Who ſhall recount his civil labours, 
In pious viſits to his neighbours ? 
Whene'er weak huſbands went aſtray, 
He gueſt their wives were in the way, 
Twas then his Charity was ſhown, 


He choſe to ſee them when alone. 
Now was he bent on cuckoldom ; 


He knew friend Dennis was from home; 
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His wife (a poor neglected beauty, 
Defrauded of a huſband's duty) 
Had often told him at confeſſion, 
How hard he ſtruggled gainſt tranſgreſſion. 
He now reſolves, in heat of blood, 
To try how firm her virtue ſtood. 
He knew that wine (to love beſt aid) 
Has oft' made bold the ſhamefac'd maid, 
Taught her to romp and take more freedoms, 
Than nymphs train'd up at Smith's or Needham's. 
A mighty bottle ſtrait he choſe, | 
Such as might give two Friars their doſe : 
Nannette he call'd: the cellar door 
She ſtrait unlocks, deſcends before, 
He fotlow'd cloſe. But when he ſpies 
His fav'rite caſk ; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands aloud he cries. c 
Heigh day ! my darling wine aſtoop! 
It muſt, alas! have ſprung a hoop ; 
That there's a leak is paſt all doubt, 
(Reply'd the maid)-—PII find it out. 
She ſets the candle down in haſte, - 
Tucks her white apron round her waſte, 
The hogſheads mouldy fide aſcends, 
She ſtraddles wide, and downward bends; 
So low ſhe ſtoops to ſeek the flaw, 
Her coats riſe high, her maſter ſaw---- 
I ſee—-he cries---(then claſpt her faſt) 
The leak through which my wine has paft. 
Then all in haſte the maid deſcended, 
And in a trice the leak was mended. 
He found in Nannette all he wanted, 
90 Dennis brows remain'd unplanted. 
Eer fince this time all luſty Friars, 
(Warm'd with predominant deſires, 
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Whene er the fleſh with ſpirit quarrels) 
Look on the ſex, as leaky barrels. 

Beware of theſe, ye jealous ſpouſes, 

From ſuch like coopers guard your houſes ; 
For it they find not work at home, 

For jobs through all the town they roam. 


The EQUIVOCATION. 


A 


A N Abbot rich (whoſe taſte was good 

A like in ſcience and in food) 

His Biſhop had refolv'd to treat, 

His Biſhop came, the Biſbop eat; 

"Twas ſilence, till their ſtomachs fail'd ; 

And now at Hereticks they rail 

What Hereſy (the Prelate ſaid) 

Is in that Church where Priefts may wed ! 

Do not we take the Church tor lite ? 

But thoſe divorce her for a wife, 

Like laymen keep her in their houſes, 

And own the children of their ſpouſes. 

Vile practices! the Abbot cry'd, 

For pious uſe were ſet aſide ! 

Shall we takes wives ? marriage at beſt 

Is but carnality profeſt. 

Now as the Biſhop took his glaſs, 

He ſpy'd our Abbot's buxom laſs 

Who croſs'd the room, he mark'd her eye 

That glow'd with love; his pulſe beat high. 

Fye, father, ſye, (the Prelate cries) 

A maid ſo young! for ſhame, be wile. 

Theſe inditcretions lend a handle 

To lewd lay tongues, to give us ſcandal, 
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For your vows ſake, this rule I give t''ye, 
Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty : 

The Prieſt reply'd, I have not-ſwerv'd, 
But your chaſte precept well obſerv'd ; 
That laſs full twenty five has told, 

Fve yet another who's as old ; 
Into one ſum their ages caſt ; 
So both my maids have fifty paſt. 

The Prelate ſmil'd, but durſt not blame; 
For why? his Lordſhip did the ſame. 

Let thoſe who reprimand their brothers 
Firſt mend the fault they find in others. 


— —. 
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A true STORY of an APPARITION. 


Cepticks (whoſe ſtrength of Argument makes out 
That wiſdom's deep enquiries end in doubt) 

Hold this aſſertion poſicive and clear, 

That ſprites are pure deluſions rais'd by fear. 

Not that fam'd ghoſt, which in preſaging found. 

Call'd Brutus to Philippi's fatal ground ; 

Nor can Tiberius Gracchus' goary ſhade 

Theſe ever-doubting diſputants perſwade. 

Strait they with ſmiles reply ; thoſe tales of old 

By viſionary Prieſts were made and told : 

O might ſome ghoſt at dead of night appear, 

And make you own conviction by your fear ! 

I know your ſneers my eaſie faith accuſe, 

That with ſuch idle legends frights the Muſe : 

But think not that I tell thoſe vulgar ſprites, 

Which frighted boys relate on winter nights; 

How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, 

How headleſs horles drag the clinking chain, 

Night-roaming ghoſts, by ſaucer eye-balls known, 

The common ſpectres of each country town. 1 
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No, I ſuch faBles can like you deſpiſe, 
And laugh to hear theſe nurſe-invented lies; 
Yet has not oft the fraudful guardian's fright: 
Compell'd him to reſtore an orphan's right ? 
And can we doubt that horrid ghoſts aſcend, 
Which on the conſcious murd'rer's ſteps attend ? 
Hear then and let atteſted truth prevail, 
From faithful lips I learnt the dreadful tale. 
Where frden's foreſt ſpreads its limits wide, 
Whoſe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 
A trav'ler took his ſolitary way 
When low beneath the hills was ſunk the day. 
And now the ſkies with gath'ring darkneſs lour, 
The branches ruſtle with the threaten'd ſhower ; 
With ſudden blaſts the foreſt murmurs loud, 
Indented lightnings cleave the ſable cloud, 
Thunder on thunder breaks, the tempeſt roars, . 
And heav'n diſcharges all its watry ſtores. 
The wand'ring trav'ler ſhelter ſeeks in vain, 
And ſhrinks and fiiivers with the beating rain ;. 
On his ſteed's neck the fſlacken'd bridle lay, 
Who choſe with cautious ſtep th' uncertain way; 
And now he checks the rein, and halts to hear. 
If any noiſe foretold a village near. 
At length from far a ſtream of light he ſees 
Extend its level ray between the trees; 
Thither he ſpeeds, and as he nearer came 
Joyful he knew the lamps domeſtick flame 
That trembled through the window; croſs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and ſtands at bay. 
It was an ancient lonely houſe, that ſtood 
Upon the borders of the ſpacious wood ; 
Here towers and antique battlements ariſe, 
And there in heaps the moulder'd zuin lyes; 
Some Lord this manſion held in days of yore, 


Ta cbaſe the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar 
OW. 
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How chang'd, alas, from what it once had been! 
"Tis now degraded to a publick Inn. 
Strait he diſmounts, repeats his loud commands; 
dv / ift at the gate the ready landlord ſtands ; 
With ſrequent cringe he bows, and begs excuſe, 
His houſe was full, and ev'ry bed in uſe. 
What not a garret, and no ſtraw to fpare ? 
Why then the kitchen fire, and elbow-chair, 
Shall ſerve for once to paſs away the night, 
The kitchen ever is the ſervant's right, 
Replies the hoſt; there, all the fire around, 
The Count's tir'd footmen ſnore upon the ground. 
The maid, who liſten'd to this whole debate, 
With pity learnt the weary ſtranger's fate. 
* Be brave, ſhe cries, you ftill may be our gueſt, 
Our haunted room was ever held the beſt ; 
If then your valour can the fright ſuſtain 


Of ratling curtains, and the clinking chain, 


I your courageous tongue have power to talk. 
When round your bed the horrid ghoſt ſhall walk; 
If you dare aſk it why it leaves its tomb, 
Ill fee your ſheets well air'd, and ſhow the room. 

| Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, 

| The ſtranger enter'd, for his heart was bold. 
The damſel led him through a ſpacious hall, 
Where Ivy hung the half demolith'd wall; 

dhe frequent look'd behind, and chang'd her hue, 
While fancy tipt the candle's flame with blue. 
And now they gain'd the winding ſtairs aſcent, 
And to the loneſome room of terrors went. 

= When all was ready, fwift retir'd the maid, 

be watch-lights burn, tuckt warm in bed was laid 
The hardy ſtranger, and attends the ſprite 
Till his accuſtom d walk at dead of night. 

At firſt he hears the wind with hollow roar 
© Shake the looſe lock, and ſwing the creaking door; 
| Nearer 


188 JJ 


Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful ſound 
Of rattling chains, that dragg'd upon the ground : 
When lo, the ſpeQre came with horrid ſtride, 
Approach'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide ! 
In human form the ghaſtful Phantom ſtood, 
Expos'd his mangled boſom dy'd with blood, 
Then filent pointing to his wounded breaſt, 
Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the frighted gueſt 
The bed cords trembled, and with ſhudd'ring fear, 
Sweat chill'd his limbs, high roſe his briſtled hair; 
Then mutt'ring haſty pray'rs, he mann'd his heart, 
And cry'd aloud ; Say, wience and who thou art, 
The ſtalking ghoſt with hollow voice replys, 
Three years are counted, ſince with mortal eyes 
I ſaw the fun and vital air reſpir d. 
Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 
Within theſe walls I ſlept. O thirſt of gain! 
See, (till the planks the bloody mark retain ; 
Stretch'd on this very bed, from ſleep I ſtart, 
And ſee the ſteel impending o'er my heart ; 
The barb'rou: Loiteſs held the liſted knife, 
The floor ran purple with my guſhing lite. 
My treaſure now they ſeize, the golden ſpoil 
They bury deep beneath the graſs- grown ſoil, 
Far in the common field. Be bold, ar! E, 
My ſteps {hall lead thee to the ſecret prize 
There dig and find; let that thy care reward: 
Call loud on juſtice, bid her not retard 
To puniſh murder; lay my Ghoſt at reſt, 
So thall with Peace ſecure thy Nig ts he bleſt ; 
And when beneath theſe boards my bones are found, 
Decent interr them in ſome ſacred ground. 

Here ceas'd the ghoſt. Ihe ſtranger ſprings from bed, 
And boldly follows where the Phantom led; 
The half worn ſtony ſtairs they now deſcend, 


Where paſlages obſcure their arches bend, | 
Silent 
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Silent they walk; and now through groves they paſs, 
Now through wet meads their ſteps imprint the graſs; 
At length amidſt a ſpacious field they came: 
There tops the ſpectre, and aſcends in flame. 
Amaz'd he ſtood, no buſh, no briar was found, 
To teach his morning ſearch to find the ground; 
What cou'd he do? the night was hideous dark, 
Fear ſhook his joints, and nature dropt the mark: 
With that he ſtarting wak'd, and rais'd his head, 
But found the golden mark was left in bed. 
What is the ſtateſman's vaſt ambitious ſcheme, 
But a ſhort viſion, and a golden dream ? 
Pow'r, wealth, and title elevate his hope ; 
He wakes. But for a garter finds a rope. 
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Prude, at morn and ev'ning pray'r, 
Had worn her velvet cuſhion bare ; 
Upward ſhe taught her eyes to roll, 
As if Me watch'd her ſoaring ſoul ; 
And when devotion warm'd the croud, 
None ſung, or ſmote their breaſt fo loud: 
Pale Penitence had mark'd her face 
With all the meagre ſigns of grace. 
| Her maG-book was completely lin'd 
With painted Saints of various kind: 
But when in ev'ry page ſhe view'd 
Fine Ladies who the Fleſh ſubdu'd ; 
As quick her beads ſhe counted o'er, 
| ve cry'd=---ſuch wonders are no more! 
| Sue choſe not to delay conſeſſion, 
lo bear at once a year's trangreſſion, 
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But ev'ry week ſet all things even, 

And ballanc'd her accounts with heav'n. 
Behold her now in humble guiſe, 

Upon her knees with downcait eyes 

Before the Prieſt : ſhe thus begins, 

And ſobbing, blubbers forth her ſins ; 
Who could that tempting man reſiſt ? 

My virtue languiſh'd, as he kifs'd ; 

I ftrove-—till I could ſtrive no longer, 

How can the weak ſubdue the ſtronger ? 
The Father aſk'd her where and when ? 

How many? and what ſort of men ? 

By what degrees her blood was heated ? 

How oft” the frailty was repeated? 

Thus have I ſeen a pregnant wench 

All fluſh'd with guilt before the bench, 

The Judges (wak'd by wanton thought) 

Dive to the bottom of her fault, 

They leer, they ſimper at her ſhame, 

And make her call all things by name. 
And now to ſentence he proceeds, 

Preſcribes how oft to tell her beads ; 

Shows her what Saints could do her good, 

Doubles her faſts to cool her blood. 

Eas'd of her fins, and light as air, 

Away ſhe trips; perhaps to pray'r. 

Twas no ſuch thing. Why then this haſte ? 

The clock has ſtruck, the hour is paſt, 

And on the ſpur of inclination, 

She ſcorn'd to bilk her atlignation. 
Whate'er ſhe did, next week ſhe came, 

And piouſly confeſt the ſame ; 

The Prieſt, who female frailties pity'd, 

Firſt chid her, then her ſins remitted. 
But did ſhe now her crime bemoan 

In penitential ſheets alone ? 
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And was no bold, no beaſtly fellow 
The nightly partner of her pillow ? 
No, none; for next time in the grove 
A bank was conſcious of her love. 
Confeſſion day was come about, 
And now again it all muſt out, 
She ſeems to wipe her twinkling eyes, 
What now, my child, the father cries. 
Again, ſays ſhe !----with threatning looks, 
He thus the proſtrate dame rebukes. 
Madam, I grant there's ſomething in it, 
That virtue has th' unguarded minute; 
But pray now tell me what are whores, 
But women of unguarded hours ? 
Then you mutt ſure have loſt all ſhame. 
What ev'ry day, and ſtill the ſame, 
And no fault elle ! 'tis ſtrange to find 
A woman to one {in conhn'd ! 
Pride is this day her darling paſſion, 
The next Cay ſlander is in faſhien; 
= Gaming ſucceeds ; if fortune croſſes, 
= Then virtue's mortgag'd for her loſſes ; 
: N uſe her fav'rite vice ihe loaths, 
And loves new follies like new cloaths : 
> But you, beyond all thought, unchaſte, 
Have all fin center'd near your waſte ! 
i 2 Whence is his appeiite fo ſtrong ? 
day, Nladlam, did your mother Jon g 
Or is it lux'ry and high die: 
> That won't let virtue : ſleep i iN Nn 
She tells him now with meckeſt voice, 
That the had never err d! by choice, 
Nor was there known a virgin chaiter, 
Tin ruin'd! by a ſad diſaſter. 
: That the a fav'rite lap-dog had, 
| Which, (as ſhe ſtroak d, and kiſs d) grew 1:14 ; 
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And on her lip a wound indenting, 

Firſt ſet her youthful blood fermenting. 
The Prieſt reply'd with zealous fury, 

You ſhould have ſought the means to cure ye. 

Doctors by various ways, wg find, 

Treat theſe diſtempers of the mind, 
Let gaudy ribbands be deny'd 

To her, who raves with ſcornful pride; 

And if religion crack her notions, 

Lock up her volumes of devotions ; 

But if for man her rage prevail, 

Barr her the ſight of creatures male. 

Or elte to cure ſuch venom'd bites, 

And ſet the ſhatter'd thoughts arights; 

They ſend you to the ocean's ſhore, 

And plunge the Patient o'er and o'er. 
The dame reply'd ; alas! in vain 

My kindred forc'd me to the main ; 

Naked, and in the face of day : 

Look not, ye fiſhermen, this way! 

What virgin had not done as I did ? 

My modeſt hand, by nature guided, 

Debarr'd at once from human eyes 

The ſeat where female honour lyes, 

And though thrice dipt from top to toe, 

I ſtill ſecur'd the poſt below, 

And guarded it with graſp ſo faſt 

Not one drop thro' my fingers paſt ; 

1 hus owe I to my baſhful care, 

That all the rage is ſettled there. 
Weigh well the projects of mankind ; 

Then tell me, Reader, canſt thou find 

Ihe man from madneſs wholly free? 

They all are mad-----fave you and me. 

Do not the ateſman, fop and wit 

By daily ſollies prove their bit? 
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And when the briny cure they try'd, 
Some part ſtill kept above the tide ? 

Some men (when drench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers ſave : 
'Thoſe hands by mean extortion thrive, 
Or in the pocket lightly dive; 

Or more expert in pilf ring vice, 
They burn and itch to cog the dice. 

Plunge in a courtier ; ſtrait his fears 
Direct his hands to ſtop his ears. 

And now truth ſeems a grating noiſe, 
He loves the ſland'rer's whiſp'ring voice; 
He hangs on flatt'ry with deltght, 

And thinks all fulſome praiſe his right. 

All women dread a watry death : 
They ſhut their lips to hold their breath, 
And though you duck them ne'er ſo long, 
Not one ſalt drop e er wets their tongue, 
Tis hence they ſcandal have at will, 

And that this member ne'er lyes ſtill. 


X ECLOGTUES. 


| 
_ | 
1 
þ 
* 
ry 


— — — 


8 — — 
= — — — — 


— — wu. — *—— 


OO — 


0 — 
—_— 


ECLOGUES 


12 — 


— 


10 


BIRT EH of the SIR E. 


AN 

CL O G UE. 
In Im tation of the POL L IO of VIRGIN I. 

E ſylvan Muſes, loſtier ſtrains recite, 
Y Not all in ſhades, and humble cotts delight. 
Hark ! the bells ring; along the diſtant grounds 
Ihe driving gales convey the ſwelling ſounds; ; 
h' attentive train, forgetful of his work; 
With gaping wonder, Jeans upon his fork. 
What ſudden news alarms the waking morn ? 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir js born. 
Mourn, mourn, ve ſtags; and all ye beaſts of chace, 
This hour deſtruction brings on all your race: 
Sce the pleas'd tenants duteous off rings bear, 
Turkys and geeſe and grocer's ſweeteſt ware; 
With the new health the pond rous tankard flows, 
And old Ocfeler reddens ev'ry noſe. 


Beavles and ſpaniels round his cradle ſtand, 
Kits his moiſt lip and gently lick his hand; 


He 
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He joys to hear the ſhrill horn's ecchoing ſounds, 
And learns to liſp the names of all the hounds. 
With frothy ale to make his cup o'er-flow, 
Barley ſhall in paternal acres grow; 
The bee ſhall ſip the fragrant dew from flow'rs, 
To give metheglin for his morning hours; 
For Jim the cluſtring hop ſhall climb the poles, 
And his own orchard ſparkle in his bowls. 
His Sire's exploits he now with wonder hears, 
The monſtrous tales indulge his greedy ears; 
How when youth ftrung his nerves and warm'd his 
veins, | 
He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains : 
Re leads the ſtaring infant through the hall, 
Points out the horny ſpoils chat grace the wall ; 
Tells, how this ſtag thro” three whole Counties fled, 
What rivers ſwam, where bay'd and where he bled, 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 
Deſcribes the deſp'rate chaſe, and all his cheats: 
How in one day beneath his furious ſpeed, 
He tir'd ſev'n courſers of the fleeteſt breed; 
How high the pale he leapt, how wide the dich, | 
When the hound tore the haunches of the * witch! 
Theſe ſtories which deſcend from fon to fon, 
The torward boy ſhall one day make his own. 
Ah, too fond mother, think the time draws nigh, 
That calls the darling from thy tender eye; 
How ſhall his fpirit brook the rigid rules, 
And the long tyranny of grammar ſchools ? 
Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, 
Laſh'd into Latin by the tingling rod; 
No, let him never feel that ſmart diferace: 
Why ſhould he witer prove than all his race ? 
K 2 V/hea 


* The maſt common accident 19 Sportjincn ; ta bunt a 
witch in the ſhape of a hare. 
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When rip'ning youth with Cown o'er{kadcs his chin, 

And ev'ry female eye incites to fin ; 

The milk-maid (thoughtleſs of her ſuture ſhame) 

With tmacking lip ſhall raiſe his guilty flame; 

The dairy, barn, the hay-loit and the grove 

Shall oft” be conſcious of their ftolen love. 

Bur think, Priſcilla, on that dreadful time, 

When pangs and watry qualms ſhall own thy crime ; 

How wilt thou tremble when thy nipple's preſt, 

To fee the white drops bathe thy ſwelling breaſt ! 

Nine moons ſhall publickly divulge her ſhame, 

And the young Squire fareſtal a father's name. 


Whence twice twelve times the reaper's ſweeping 
hand | | 
With levell'd harveſts has beſtrown the land, 


On fam'd St. Hubert's feaſt, his winding horn 
Shall cheer the joyful hound and wake the morn : 
This memorable day his eager ſpeed 

Shall urge with bloody heel the riſing ſteed. 

O check the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate, 
Think on the murders of a five-bar gate! 
Yet prodigal of life, the leap he tries, 

Low in the duſt his groveling honour lies, 
Headlong he falls, and on the rugged ſtone 
Diftorts his neck, and cracks the collar bone ; 
O vent'rous youth, thy thirſt of game allay, 
Nlayſt thou ſurvive the perils of this day! 

Tie {hall ſurvive ; and in late years be ſent 
'i'o fnore away Debates in Parliament. 

The time ſhall come, when his more ſolid ſenſe 
With nod important ſhall the laws diſpenſe ; 
A [uftice with grave Juſtices ſhall ſit, 

He praiſe their wiſdom, they admire his wit, 
No ereyhound ſhall attend the tenant's pace, 
No ruſty gun the farmer's chimney grace; 
S. Imons {hall leave their covers void of fear, 
Mu: dread the thieviſh net or triple ſpear ; 
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Poachers ſhall tremble at his awful name, 

Whom vengeance now o'ertakes for murdex'd game. 
Aſſiſt me, Bacchus, and ye drunken Pow'rs, 

To ſing his friendſhips and his midnight hours 
Why doſt thou glory in thy ſtrength of beer, 

Firm-cork'd, and mellow'd till the twentieth year; 

Brew'd or when Phoebus warms the fleecy ſign, 

Or when lis languid rays in Scorpio ſhine. 


Think on the miſchiefs which from hence have ſprung {: 


It arms with curſes dire the wrathſul tongue; 
Foul ſcandal to the lying lip affords, 
And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words. 
O where is wiſdom, when by this o'erpow'r'd ? 
The State is cenſur'd, and the maid deflow'r'd ! 
And wilt thou till, O Squire, brew ale fo ftrong ? 
Hear then the dictates of prophetic ſong. 
Methinks I ſee him in his hall appear, 
Where the long table floats in clammy beer, 
Midſt mugs and glaſſes ſhatter'd o'er the floor, 
Dead-drunk his ſervile crew ſupinely ſnore; 
Triumphant, o'er the proſtrate brutes he ſtands,. 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands; 
Boldly he drinks, and like his glorious Sires, 
In copious gulps of potent ale expires, 
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vince Lydia knew the bloſſom of fifteen ; 
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OW twenty ſprings had cloath'd the Park with 
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No lovers now her morning hours moleſt, 

And catch her at her Toilette half undreſt; 

The thund'ring knocker wakes the ſtreet no more, 
No chairs, no coaches croud her ſilent door; 
Her midnights once at cards and Hezard fled, 
Which now, alas! fhe dreams away in bed. 
Around her wait Shocks, monkeys and mockaws, 
To fill the place of Fops, and perjur'd Beaus ; 
In theſe ſhe views the mimickry of man, 

And ſmiles when grinning Pug gallants her fan ; 
When Poll repeats, the ſounds deceive her ear, 
For ſounds, like his, once told her Damon's care. 
V\ ith theſe alone her tedious mornings pals ; 

Or at the dumb devotion of her glaſs, 

She ſmooths her brow, and frizles forth her hairs, 
And tancies youthful dreſs gives youthful airs z 
With crimſon wool ſhe fixes ev'ry grace, 

That not a bluſh can diſcompoſe her face. 
Reclin'd upon her arm ſhe penſive fate, 

And curs'd th* inconſtancy of youth too late. 

O Youth ! O ſpring of life! for ever loſt! 
No more my name ſhall reign the fav'ite Toaſt, 
On glaſs no more the di'mond grave my name, 
And rhymes miſpell'd record a lover's flame: 
Nor ſhall ſide- boxes watch my reſtleſs eyes, 

And as they catch the glance in rows ariſe 

With humble bows ; nor white-glov'd Beaus encroack 
In crouds behind, to guard me to my coach. 

Ah helpleſs nymph : ſuch conqueſts are no more, 

For Chloe's now what Lydia was before! 

*T'is true, this Oe boaſts the peach's bloom, 

Bat does her nearer whiſper breathe pertume ? 
I own her taper ſhape is form'd to pleaſe, 
Yet if you faw her unconfin'd by ſtays ! 

Sne doubly to hfteen may make pretence, 
Alike we rcad it in her face and ſenſe. 
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Her reputation ! but that never yet 

Could check the freedoms of a young Coquet. 
Why will ye then, vain Fops, her eyes believe ? 
Her eyes can, like your perjur'd tongues, decelve. 

What ſhall I do? how ſpend the hateful day? 
At chappel ſhall I wear the morn away ? 

Who there frequents at theſe unmodiſh hours, 
But ancient matrons with their trizled tow'rs, 
And gray religious maids ? my preſence there 
Amid that ſober train would own deſpair ; 
Nor am I yet ſo old ; nor is my glance 
As yet fixt wholly to devotion's trance. 

Strait then Il drefs, and take my wonted range 
Through ev'ry Indian ſhop, through all the Change ; 
Where the tall jarr erects his coſtly pride, 

With antic ſhapes in China's azure dy'd ; 

There careleſs lies the rich brocade unroll'd, 
Here ſhines a cabinet with burniſl'd gold; 

But then remembrance will my griet renew, 

T was there the raffling dice falſe Damon threw ; 
The raffling dice to him decide the prize, 
"T'was there he firſt convers'd with Chloe's eyes; 
Hence ſprung th' ill-fated cauſe of all my ſmart, 
To me the toy he gave, to her his heart. 

But ſoon thy perj'ry in the gift was found, 

The ſhiver'd China dropt upon the ground; 

Sure omen that thy vows would faithleſs prove 
Frail was thy preſent, frailer is thy love. 

O happy Poll, in wiry priſon pent ; 

Thou ne'er haſt known what love or rivals meant, 
And Pug with pleaſure can his fetters bear, 

Who ne'er believ'd the vows that lovers ſwear ! 
How am I curſt ! (unhappy and forlorn) 

With perjury, with love, and rival's ſcorn ! 

Falſe are the looſe Coquet's inveigling airs, 


Falſe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs, 
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Falſe is the cringing courtier's plighted word, 
Falſe are the dice when gameſters ſtamp the board, 
Falſe is the ſprightly widow's publick tear; 


Yettheſe to Damen's oaths are all ſincere. : 
Fly from perfidious man, the ſex diſdain ; $7 
Let tervile Chloe wear the nuptial chain. f 
Damon is practis'd in the modiſh life, ö 
Can hate, and yet be civil to a wife. N 
He games; he ſwears; he drinks; he fights; he roves; 
Yet Chloe can believe he fondly loves. | 
Miſtreſs and wife can well ſupply his need, 1 
A mifs for pleaſure, and a wife for breed. 2 
But Coe air is unconfin'd and gay, 3 
And can perhaps an injur'd bed repay ; 3 
Perhaps her patient temper can behold _ be 
The rival of her love adorn'd with gold, by 
Powder'd with di'monds ; free from thought and care, 


A huſband's ſullen humours ſhe can bear. 

Why are theſe ſobs? and why theſe ftreaming eyes 
Is love the cauſe ? no, I the ſex deſpiſe ; 
I hate, I loath his baſe perfidious name. 
Yet it he ſhould but feign a rival flame ? 
But Ch/ce boaſts and triumphs im my pains, 
To her he's faithful, 'tis to me, he feigns. 

Thus love-ſick Lydia rav'd. Her maid appears; 
A band-box in her ſteady hand ſhe bears, 
How well this ribband's gloſs becomes your face, 
She cries, in raptures! then, ſo ſweet a lace! 
How charmingly you look! fo bright! fo fair! 
Tis to your eyes the head-dreſs owes its air. 
Strait Lydia ſmil'd ; the comb adjuſts her locks, 
And at the Play-houſe Harry keeps her box. 
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A Town ECLOG ux. 


DORIS and MEL ANTHE. 


AN James's noon-day bell for pray'rs had toll'd, 
And coaches to the Patron's Levee roll'd, 
When Doris roſe. And now through all the room: 
From flow'ry Tea exhales a fragrant fume, 
Cup after cup they ſipt, and talk'd by fits, 
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Poor Doris here, and there Melanthe fits. 
Doris was young, a laughter-loving dame, 
Nice of her own alike and others fame; 


> Melanthe's tongue could well a tale advance, 
And ſooner gave than ſunk a circumſtance ;: 
Lock'd in her mem'ry ſecrets never dy'd ; 
Doris begun, Melanthe thus reply'd. 


DO R T:8: 
Sylvia the vain fantaſtic Fop admires, 
The Rake's looſe gallantry her boſom fires ;: 
Sylvia like that is vain, like this ſhe roves, 
In lixing them ſhe but her ſelf approves. 
MELANTHE: 
Laura rails on at men, the ſex reviles, 
Their vice condemns, or at their folly ſmiles, 
Why ſhould her tongue in juſt reſentment fail, 


Since men at her with equal freedom rail? | 
x K 5 DORIS.. 
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D O R I S. 
Laſt Majquerade was Sylvia nymph-like ſeen, 
Her hand a crook ſuſtain'd, her dreſs was green; 
An am'rous ſhepherd led her through the croud, 
The nymph was innocent, the ſhepherd vow'd ; 
But nymphs their innocence with ſhepherds truſt ; 
So both withdrew, as nymph and ſhepherd muſt. 
MELANTYHE. 
Name but the licence of the modern ſtage, 
Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage; 
The whining Tragic love ſhe ſcarce can bear, 
But nauſeous Comedy ne'er {hock'd her ear ; 
Yet in the gall'ry mob, ſhe fits ſecure, 
And laughs at jeſts that turn the Box demure. 
i. 
Truſt not, ye Ladies, to your beauty's pow'r, 
For beauty withers, like a ſhrivell'd flaw'r; 
Yet thoſe fair flow'rs that H Via's temples bind, 
Fade not with ſudden blights or winter's wind ; 
Like thoſe her face defies the rolling years, 
For art her roſes and her charms repairs. 
MELANT HE. 
Laura deſpiſes ev'ry outward grace, 
The wanton ſparkling eye, the blooming face; 
The beauties of the ſoul are all her pride, 
For other beauties Nature has denyd ; 
I aftetation ſhew a beauteous mind, 
Lives there a man to Laura's merits blind? 
. 
Seda be ſure defies the town's reproach, 
hoſe Dechabille is ſoil'd in hackney coach; 
What though the ſaſh was clos'd ? muſt we conclude, 
That ſhe was yielding, when her Fop was rude ? 
MELANTHE. 
Laura learnt caution at too dear a colt. 55 
What Fair could & er retrieve her honour loſt ? b 
Secred | 
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Secret ſhe loves; and who the nymph can blame, 
Who durſt not own a footman's vulgar flame ! 
D: UK [I 8. 
Though Laura's homely taſte deſcends ſo low; 
Her footman well may vye with Sy/via's Beau. 
MELANTHE. 
Yet why ſhould Laura think it a diſgrace, 
When proud Miranda's groom wears Flander's lace ? 
R 
What, though for muſick Cynthio boaſts an ear? 
Robin perhaps can hum an Op'ra air. 
Cynthio can bow, takes ſnuff, and dances well, 
Robin talks common ſenſe, can write and ſpell 
Sylvia's vain fancy dreſs and ſhow admires, 
But tis the man alone who Laura hires. 
MELANT HE. 
Plato's wiſe morals Laura's foul improve: 
And this no doubt muſt be Platonic love! 
Her ſoul to gen'rous acts was ſtill inclin'd ; 
What ſhows more virtue than an humble mind? 
D UK £0. 
What, though young Sylvia love the Park's cool ſhade, 
And wander in the duſk the {ſecret glade? 
Maſqu'd and alone (by chance) ſhe met her Spark, 
That innocence is weak which ſhuns the dark. 
MELANTHE. 
But Laura for her flame has no pretence ; 
Her footman is a footman too in ſenſe. 


All PrudesT hate, and thoſe are righily curſt 


With ſcandal's double load, who cenſure firſt. 
„„ 

And what if Cynthio Syiwia's garter ty'd! 

Who ſuch a ſoot and ſuch a leg would hide; 


When creok-knee'd Fhillis can expoſe to vie- 


Her gold- clock d ſtocking, and her tawdry ſhoe? 
MELANTREE, 
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MELANTHE. 
If pure Devotion center in the face, 
If cens'ring others ſhow intrinſick grace, 
If guilt to publick freedoms be confin'd, 
Prudes (all muſt own) are of the holy kind ! 
K 
Slddia diſdains reſerve, and flies conſtraint : 
She neither is, nor would be thought a Saint. 
MELANTHE. 
Love is a trivial paſſion, Laura cries, 
May I be bleſt with friendſhip's ſtricter ties; 
To ſuch a breaſt all ſecrets we commend ; 
Sure the whole Drawing-rom is Laura's friend. 
1 
At marriage H. ia rails; who men would truſt ? 
Yet huſband's jealouſies are ſometimes juſt. 
Her favours $Sz{via ſhares among mankind, 
duch gen'rous love ſhould never be conhn'd. 


As thus alternate chat employ'd their tongue, 
With thund'ring raps the brazen knocker rung. 
Laura with Sykvia came; the nymphs ariſe : 
This unexpected viſit, Doris cries, 

Is doubly kind ! Melanthe Laura led, 

Since I was laſt fo bleſt, my dear, ſhe ſaid, 
Sure 'tis an age! they ſate ; the hour was ſet ; 
And all again that niglit at Ombre met. 
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SABINA Le. | 
＋ WICE had the moon perform'd her monihly rage, 
Since fiſt the veil o'crcall Sabina's face. 
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Then dy'd the tender partner of her bed. 

And lives Sabina when Fidelio's dead ? 

Fidelio's dead, and yet Sabina lives, 

But ſee the tribute of her tears ſhe gives ; 

Their abſent Lord her rooms in ſable mourn,. 

And all the day the glimmering, tapers burn ; 

Stretch'd on the couch of ſtate ſhe penſi ve lies, 

While oſt' the ſnowy Cambric wipes her eyes. 

Now enter'd Lucy, truſty Lucy knew 

To roll a ſleeve, or bear a Billet-doux ; 

Her ready tongue, in ſecret ſervice try'd, 

With equal fluency ſpoke truth ar ly'd, 

She well could fluſh, or humble a gallant, 

And ſerve at once as maid and confidant ; 

A letter from her faithful ſtays ſhe took : 

Sabina ſnatch'd it with an angry look, 

And thus in haſty words her grief confeſt, 

While Lucy ftrove to ſooth her troubled breaſt. 
1 

What, ſtill Myrtillo's hand! his flame I ſcorn, 

Give back his patlion with the ſeal untorn. 

To break our ſoft repoſe has man a right, 

And are we doom'd to read whate'er they write: 

Not all the ſex my firm refolves ſhall move; 

My lite's a lite of forrow, not of love, 

May Lydia's wrinkles all my forehead trace, 

And Celia's paleneſs ſicken o'er my face, 

May Fops of mine, as Flawia's tavours, boaſt, 

And Coquets triumph in my honour loſt ; 

May cards employ my nights, and never more 

lay thefe curſt eyes behold a Matadore ! 

Break (Hina, perith Shock, dic Perroguet ! 

When I 7:d-/ig's dearer love forget. 

Fidclis's judgment ſcorn'd the ioppith train, 

Ulis air was caſy, and his dreis was plain, 
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His words ſincere, reſpect his preſence drew, 
And on his lips ſweet converſation grew. 
Where's wit, where's beauty, where is virtue fled ? 
Alas ! they're now no more; Fidelio's dead ! 
& VU. CT. 

Yet when he liv'd; he wanted ev'ry grace; 
That eaſy air was then an aukward pace : 
Have not your ſighs in whiſpers often ſaid, 
His dreſs was ſlovenly, his ſpeech ill-bred? 
Have not I heard you, with a ſecret tear, 
Call that ſweet converſe ſullen and ſevere ? 
Think not I come to take Myrtille's part, 
Let Chloe, Daphne, Doris ſhare his heart, 
Let Chloe's love in ev'ry ear expreſs 
His graceful perſon and genteel addrefs. 
All well may judge, what ſhaft has Daphne hit, 
Who can be filent to admire his wit. 
His equipage and liv'ries Doris move, 
But Chloe, Daphne, Doris fondly love. 
Sooner ſhall Cits in faſhions guide the Court, 
And Beaus upon the buſy Change reſort ; 
Sooner the nation ſhall from ſmuff be freed, 
And Fops apartments ſmoak with India's weed, 
Sooner I'd wiſh and ſigh through nunn'ry grates, 
Than recommend the flame Sabina hates. 

$4 8 F-N 2. 
Becauſe ſome widows are in haſte ſubdu'd ; 
Shall ev'ry Fop upon our tears intrude ? 
Can I forget my lov'd Fidelio's tongue, 
Soft as the warbling of Italian ſong ? 
Did not his roſy lips breathe forth perfume, 
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Fragrant as ſteams from Tea's imperial bloom? 
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Yet once you thought that tongue a greater curſe 
Than tquawls of children for an abſent nurſe. 
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Have you not fancy d in his frequent kits 
Th' ungrateful leavings of a filthy Mits ? 

CF 3.1.4 
Love, I thy pow'r defie ; no ſecond flame, 
Shall ever raze my dear Fidelio's name. 
Fannia without a tear might loſe her Lord, 
Who ne'er enjoy'd his preſence but at board. 
And why ſhould ſorrow fit on Lejbia's face? 
Are there ſuch comforts in a ſot's embrace? 
No friend, no lover is to Le/bia dead, 
For Le/bia long had known a ſep'rate bed. 
Guſth forth, ye tears, waſte, waſte, ye ſighs, my breaſt , 
My days, my nights were by Fidelio blett ! 

LCC: 7. 
You cannot ſure forget how oft' you ſaid 
His teazing fondnels jealouſy betray'd ! 
When at the Play the neighb'ring box he took, 
You thought you read ſuſpicion in his look; 
Wen cards and counters flew around the board, 
Have you not wiſhd the abſence of your Lord? 
His company was then a poor pretence, 
To check tie freedoms of a wite's expence! 
oP 7 "a OO. £3” © 
But why ſhould I 1Myrzill's paſſion blame, 
Since Love's a herce involuntary flame ? 
e 

Couid he the ſallies of his heart withſtand, 
Why ſhould he not to Ce give his hand? 
For Chlze's handſome, yet he ſlights her flame; 
Laſt night ſhe fainted at Sabina's name. 
Why, Daphne, doſt thou blaſt Sabina's charms? 
Salina keeps no lover from thy arms. 
At Crimp Myrtillo play'd, in kind regards 
Diris threw love, unmindful of the cards; 
Doris was touch'd with ſpleen ; her fan he rent, 
Flew from the table and to tears gave vent. 
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Why, Doris, doſt thou curſe Sabina's eyes; 

To her Myrtillo is a vulgar prize. 
F 

Yet fay, I lov'd ; how loud would cenſure rail ! 

So ſoon to quit the duties of the veil ! 

No, ſooner Plays and Op'ras I'd forſwear, 

And change theſe China jars for Tunbridge ware; 

Or truſt my mother as a Confidant, 

Or fix a friendſhip with my maiden aunt ; 

Than till - to morrow throw my weeds away, 

Yet let me ſee him, if he come to day! 


Haſty ſhe ſnatch'd the letter, tore the ſeal ; Y 
She read, and bluſhes glow'd beneath the veil. 1 
THE ? 
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A Sober EcL.oGus, 8 
Between te of the People called QuAx RRS. 
CALEB. TABITH A. J 
Eneath the ſhadow of a Maver hat, 8; 
B Meek Caleb at a ſilent meeting fate ; : 
His eye- balls oft' forgot the holy trance, Y 
While Tabitha demure, return'd the glance. 1 
The Meeting ended, Caleb ſilence broke, 4 
And Tabitha het inward yearnings ſpoke, 5 
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Beloved, ſee how all things follow love, 
Lamb fondleth lamb, and dove diſports with dove ; 


Yet fondled lambs their innocence ſecure, 
And none can call the turtle's bill impure ; 


O faireſt of our ſiſters, let me be 

The billing dove, and ſondling lamb to thee. 
C 

But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind 

Elect a mate among the ſober kind, 

Not the mockaws, all deck d in ſcarlet pride, 

Entice their mild and modeſt hearts aſide; 

But thou, vain man, beguil'd by Popiſh ſhows, 

Doateſt on ribbands, flounces, furbelows. 

If thy falſe heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 

Go, wed the painted arch in ſummer ſkies ;, 

Such love will like the rainbow's hue decay, 

Strong at the firſt, but paſſeth ſoon away. 

6 

Name not the frailties of my youthfſul days, 

When vice miſcled me through the Earlot's ways; 

When I with wanton look thy ſex beheld, 

And nature with each wanton look rebell'd ; 

Then parti-colour'd pride my heart might move 

With lace ; the net to catch unhallow'd love. 

All ſuch- like love is fading as the flow'r, 

Springs in a day, and with'reth in an hour: 


And ſpouſal love no ſiſter ds a fin. 

T7 4 BST. i 2. 
[ know thou longeſt for the flaunting maid, 
Thy falſehood own, and fay I am betray'd ; 
The tongue of man is bliſter'd o'er with lies, 
But truth is ever read in woman's eyes ; 
O that my lip obey'd a tongue like thine ! 
Or that thine eye bewray'd a love like mine! 


But now feel the ſpouſal hu within, 


CALEB. 
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How bitter are thy words! forbear to teaze, 
I too might blame - but love delights to pleaſe. 
Why ſhould I tell thee, that when laſt the ſun 
Painted the downy peach of Newington, 
Joſiah led thee through the garden's walk, 
And mingled melting kiſſes with his talk ? 
Ah Jealouſy ! turn, turn thine eyes aſide, 
How can I fee that watch adorn thy fide ? 
For verily no giſt the ſiſters take 
For luſt of gain, but ſor the giver's ſake. 
f... Ae” + 
I own, Fo/rah gave the golden toy, 
Which did the righteous hand of Quare employ ; 
When Caleb hath aflign'd ſome happy day, 
I look on this and chide the hours delay: 
And when Joſiah would his love purſue, 
On this J look and ſhun his wanton view. 
Man but in vain with trinkets iries to move, 
The only preſent love demands is love. 
. 
Ah Tabitha, to hear theſe words of thine, 
My pulſe beats high, as if inflam'd with wine! 
When to the brethren firſt with fervent zeal 
The ſpirit mod thy yearnings to reveal, 
How did I joy thy trembling lip to ſee 
Red as the cherry from the Kenti/b tree; 
When Ecſtaſie had warm'd thy look ſo meek, 
Gardens of roſes bluſhed on thy cheek. 
With what ſweet tranſport didſt thou roll thine eyes, 
How did thy words provoke the brethren's ſighs ! 
Words that with holy ſighs might others move, 
But, Tabitha, my ſighs were ſighs of love. 
F 


Is Tabitha beyond her wiſhes bleſt ? 


Does no proud worldly dame divide thy breaſt? 
Thes 
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Then hear me, Caleb, witneſs what I ſpeak, 

This ſolemn promiſe death alone can break ; 

Sooner I would bedeck my brow with lace, 

And with immodett fav'rites ſhade my face, 

Sooner like Babylon's lewd whore be dreſt 

In flaring di'monds and a ſcarlet veſt, 

Or make a curtſie in Cathedral pew, 

Than prove inconſtant, while my Caleb's true. 
"he 48-0. 

When I prove falſe, and Tabitha forſake, 

Teachers ſhall dance a jig at country wake; 

Brethren unbeaver'd then ſhall bow their head, 

And with prophane mince-pies our babes be fed. 
2X1 4 

If that Jab were with paſſion fir d, 

Warm as the zeal of youth when firſt infpir'd ; 

In ſteady love though le might perſevere, 

Unchanging as the decent garb we wear, 

And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows, 

Light as the feather on the head of Beaus ; 

Yet 1 for thee would all thy ſex reſign, 

Siſters, take all the reſt be Caleb mine. 

. 

Though J had all that ſinful love affords, 

And all the concubines of all the Lords, 

Whoſe couches creak with whoredom's ſinſul ſhame, 

Whoſe velvet chairs are with adult'ry lame 

Ev'n in the harlot's hall, I wou'd not ſip 

The dew of lewdneſs from her lying lip; 

I'd ſhun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 

More ſweet than powder which the merchants ſell 

O ſolace me with kiſſes pure like thine ! 

Enjoy, ye Lords, the wanton concubine. 

The ſpring now calls us forth; come, ſiſter come, 


To ſee the primroſe, and the daifie bloom. 
Let 
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Let ceremony bind the worldly pair, 

Siſters eſteem the breth'ren's word ſincere, 
Ta YT HA 

Eſpouſals are but forms. O lead me hence, 

For ſecret love can never give offence. 


Then hand in hand the loving mates withdraw. 
True lxve is nature unre/ftrain'd by lanv. 
This tenet all the holy ſect allows. 
So T«6itha took earneſt of a fpoule, 
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To my ingenious and worthy Friend 


.. J—.—.— Eſq ; 


Aut bor of that celebrated treatiſe in folio, called 
the LanD-T ax-BILL. 


HEN Poets print their works, the ſcribbling 
crew 


Stick the Bard o'er with Bays, like Chriſtmas pe : 
Can meagre Poetry ſuch fame deſerve ? | 
Can Poetry; that only writes to ſtarve ? 

And ſhall no laurel deck that famous head, 

In which the Senate's annual law is bred? 

That hoary head, which greater glory fires, 

* Bynobler was and means true fame acquires. 

O had I Virgil's force to ſing the man, 

Whoſe learned lines can millions raiſe per ann. 


Great L----- his praiſe ſhould ſwell the trump of fame. 
And Rapes and Wapentakes reſound his name. 


If the blind Poet gain'd a long renown 


By ſigning ev'ry Grecian chief and town ; 
dure - his proſe much greater fame requires, 
Which ſweetly counts five thouſand Knights ana 


Their ſeats, their cities, pariſhes and ſhires. [Squires, 
hy copious Preamble ſo ſmoothly runs 
Taxes no more appear like legal duns, 


Lords, 
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Lords, Knights, and Squires th' Aſſeſſor's pow'r obey, 
We read with pleaſure, though with pain we pay. 

Ah why did - thy works deſame! 

That author's long harangue betrays his name; 
After his ſpeeches can his pen ſucceed ? 
Though forc'd to hear, we're not oblig'd to read. 

Under what ſcience ſhall thy works be read ? 

All know thou wert not Poet born and bred ; 
Or doſt thou boaſt th' Hiſtorian's laſting pen, 
Whoſe annals are the Ads of worthy men? 
No. Satire is thy talent ; and each laſh 
Makes the rich Miſer tremble o'er his caſh ; 
What on the Drunkard can be more ſevere, 
Than direful taxes on his ale and beer ? 

Ev'n Button's Wits are nought compar'd to thee, 
Who ne'er were known or prais'd but oer his Tea. 
While thou through Britain's diſtant iſle ſhall ſpread, 
In ev'ry Hundred and Diviſion read. 

Criticks in Claſſichs oft” interpolate, 

But ev'ry word of thine 1s fix'd as Fate. 

Some works come forth at morn, but die at night 
In blazing fringes round a tallow light, 

Some may perhaps to a whole week extend, 
Like $--— (when unaſliſted by friend) 

But thou ſhalt live a year in ſpice of fate: 

And wherc's your author boaſts a longer date? 
Poets of old had ſuch a wondrous pow'r, 

That with their verſes they could raiſe a tow'r ; 
But in thy Proſe a greater force is found; 

What Poet ever rais'd ten thoufand pound? 
Cadmus, by ſowing dragon's teeth, we read, 
Rais'd a valt army from the poys'nous ſeed. 

Thy labours, £-----, can greater wonders do, 

Thou raiteſt armies, and canſt pay them too. 
Truce with thy dreaded pen; thy Annals ceaſe; 


Vi hy need we armies when the land's in peace? 
Soldiers 
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3 
Soldiers are perfect devils in their way, 


When once they're rais'd, they're curſed hard to lay. 


— 


2 
J 8.4 
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ONG had Pauthea felt Love's ſecret ſmart, 
And hope and fear alternate rul'd her heart ; 


> Conſenting glances had her flame confeſt. 
(In woman's eyes her very ſoul's expreſt) 
Perjur d Alexis ſaw the bluſhing maid, 


© He ſaw, he ſwore, he conquer'd and betray'd : 


Another love now calls him from her arms, 


= His fickle heart another beauty warms ; 

> Thoſe oaths oft' whiſper'd in Panthea's ears, 

le now again to Galatea ſwears. 

© Beneath a beech th' abandon'd virgin laid, 

In grateful ſolitude enjoys the ſhade ; 

There with faint voice ſhe breath'd theſe moving trains, 
While ſighing Zephyrs ſhar'd her am'rous pains. 

© Pale ſettled forrow hangs upon my brow, 

Dead are my charms ; Alexis, breaks his vow ! 


* 


Think, think, dear ſhepherd, on the days you knew, 
When I was happy, when my ſwain was true; 

Think how thy looks and tongue are form'd to move, 
And think yet more-——that all my fault was love. 
Ah, could you view me in this wretched ſtate ! 

Lou might not love me, but you could not hate. 
Could you behold me in this conſcious ſhade, 

© Where firſt thy vows, where firſt my love was paid, 

* Worn out with watching, ſullen with deſpair, 


And fee each eye ſwell with a guſhing tear? 
Could 
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Could you behold me on this moſſy bed, 
From my pale cheek the lively crimſon fled, 
Which in my ſofter hours you oft” have ſworn, 
With roſie beauty far out-bluſh'd the morn ; 
Could you untouch'd this wretched object bear, 
And would not loſt Penthea claim a tear? | 
You could not ſure----tears from your eyes would ſteal 
And unawares thy tender ſoul reveal. 
Ah, no !----thy ſoul with cruelty is fraught, 
No tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage thought ; 
Sooner ſhall tygers ſpare the trembling lambs, 
And wolves with pity hear their bleating dams ; 
Sooner ſhall vultures from their quarry fly, 
Than falſe Alexis for Panthea ſigh. 
Thy boſom ne'er a tender thought confeſt, * 
Sure ſtubborn flint has arm'd thy cruel breaſt ; 
But hardeſt flints are worn by frequent rains, 
And the ſoft drops diſſolve their ſolid veins ; 
While thy relentleſs heart more hard appears, 
And is not foften'd by a flood of tears. 

Ah, what is love! Panthea's joys are gone, 
Her liberty, her peace, her reaſon flown ! 
And when I view me in the watry glaſs, 
I find Pantbea now, not what ſhe was. 
As northern winds the new-blown roſes blaſt, 
And on the ground their fading ruins caſt ; 
As ſudden blights corrupt the ripen'd grain, 
And of its verdure ſpoil the mournful plain ; 
So hapleſs love on blooming features preys, 
So hapleſs love deſtroys our peaceful days. 

Come, gentle ſleep, relieve theſe weary'd eyes, 
All forrow in thy ſoft embraces dies: 
There, ſpite of all thy pMWur'd vows, I find 
Faithleſs Alexis languiſhingly kind; 
Sometimes he leads me by the mazy ſtream, 


And plealingly deludes me in my dream; N 
Sometimes 
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sometimes he guides me to the ſecret grove, 

Where all our looks, and all our talk is love, 

Oh, could I thus conſume each tedious day ; 

And in ſweet ſlumbers dream my lite away; 

But fleep, which now no more relieves theſe eyes, 
To my fad foul the dear deceit denies. 

teal WF Why does the ſun dart forth his chearful rays? 
= Why do the woods reſound with warbling lays ? 

Why does the role her grateful fragrance yield, 

And yellow cowſlips paint the {miling held ? 

Why do the ſtreams with murm'ring muſick flow, 

And why do groves their friendly ſhade beſtow ? 

Let fable clouds the chearful ſun deface, 

Let mournful filence ſeize the feather'd race; 

No more, ye roſes, grateful fragrance yield, 
Droop, droop, ye cowſlips, in the blaſted field; 
No more, ye ſtreams, with murm'ring muſick flour, 
And let not groves a friendly ſhade beſtow : 

With ſympathizing grief let nature mourn, 

And never know the youthful ſpring's return: 

And ſhall I never more Alexis lee ? 

Then what is ſpring, or grove or ſtream to me 

Why ſport the ſkipping lambs on yonder plain? 

Why do the birds their tuneful voices ſtrain ? 

Why frifk thoſe heifers in the cooling grove ? 

Their happier life is ignorant of love. 

Oh! lead me to ſome melancholy cave, 

To lull my forrows in a living grave; 

From the dark rock where daſhing waters fall, 

And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall, 

Where I may waſte in tears my hours away, 

And never know the ſeaſons or the day. 

Dye, dye, Panthea--- --flie this hateful grove, 

For what is life without the Swain I love ? 
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OW Phæbus roſe ; and with his early beams 
Wak'd ſlumb'ring Delia from her pleaſing dreams; 
Her wiſhes by her fancy were ſupply'd, 

And in her fleep the nuptial knot was ty'd. 

With ſecret joy ſhe ſaw the morning ray 

Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play ; 
The happy morn that ſhall her bliſs compleat, 

And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. 

In haſte ſhe roſe ; forgetful of her pray'rs, 

Flew to the glaſs, and practis'd o'er her airs : 

Her new-ſet jewels round her robe are plac'd, 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waift ; 

Some round her neck a circling light difplay, 
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray ; 

The filver knot o'erlooks the Mechlin lace, 
And adds becoming beauties to her face : 

Brocaded flow'rs o'er the gay manteau ſhine, 

And the rich ſtays her taper ſhape confine ; 

Thus all her dreſs exerts a graceful pride, 

And {, orting Loves ſurround th' expecting bride, 
For Daphnis now attends the bluſhing maid, 
Beſore the Prieſt their ſolemn vows are paid; 

This day which ends at once all Delia's cares, 
Shall ſwell a thouſand eyes with tecret tears. 
Cute, Araminta, "tis in vain to grieve, 

Cantt thou from {ymen's bonds the youth retrieve ? 
Dudam his perjrys, and no longer mourn : 

Recai my love, and find a ſure return. 

Bui fti!l tne wretcked maid no comfort knows, 
And with refentment cherithes her woes; | 
Alone 


one 


| My flame blown up by flatt'ry ſtronger grew, 
A gale of love in ev'ry whiſper flew. 
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Alone ſhe pines, and in theſe mournful ſtrains, 
Of Daphnis vows, and her own fate complains. 

Was it for this I ſparkled at the Play, 
And loiter'd in the Ring whole hours away ? 
When if thy chariot in the circle ſhone, 
Our mutual paſſion by our looks was known : 
Through the gay crowd my watchful glances flew, 
Where-e'er I paſs thy grateful eyes purſue. 

Ab faithleſs youth too well you ſaw my pain ; 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 

Think, Daphnis, think that ſcarce five days are fled, 
Since (O falſe tongue!) thoſe treach'rous things you ſaid, 
How did you praiſe my ſhape and graceful air ! 

And woman thinks all compliments ſincere. 

Didſt thou not then in rapture ſpeak thy flame, 

And in ſoft fighs breathe Araminta's name ? 

Didſt thou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 

And with an awful trembling, fay-----I love? 
Ah faithleſs youth ! too well you ſaw my pain; 


For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 


How could'ſt thou thus, ungrateful youth, deceive ? 
How could I thus, unguarded maid, believe ? 
Sure thou canſt well recal that fatal night, 


When ſubtle love firſt enter'd at my ſight : 

When in the dance I was thy partner choſe, 

Gods! what a rapture in my boom roſe ! 
My trembling hand my ſudden joy confeſs'd, 


My glowing cheeks a wounded heart expreſs'd ; 
My looks ſpoke love; while you with anſw'ring eyes, 
In killing glances made as kind replies. 


Think, Daphnis, think, what tender things you ſaid, 
Think what confuſion all my foul betray'd ; 
| You call'd my gracetul preſence Cynthia's air, 


And when I ſung,” the Syrens charm'd your ear; 


LS 
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Ab faithleſs youth ! too ⁊vell you ſaw my pain; 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 

Whene'er I drefs'd, my maid, who knew my flame, 
Cheriſh'd my paſſion with thy lovely name; 
hy picture in her talk ſo lively grew, 
hat thy dear image roſe before my view; 

She dwelt whole hours upon thy ſhape and mien, 

| . And wounded Delia's fame to ſooth my ſpleen: 
. \\ hen ſhe beheld me at the name grow pale, 
| 
| 
| 


5 Strait to thy charms ſhe chang'd her artful tale; 


Ah faithleſs youth ! tos ⁊vell you ſaww my pain; 
For eyes the language of the foul explain. 

O might I by my cruel fate be thrown, 
In ſome retreat far from this hateful town! 
Vain dreſs and glaring equipage, adieu ! 
Let happier nymphs thoſe empty ſhows purſue, 
Me, let tome iuelancholy ſhade ſurround, 
Where not the print of human ſtep is found. 
In the gay dance my feet no more ſhall move, 
But bear me faintly through the lonely grove; 
No more theſe hands ſhall o'er the ſpinnet bound, 
And from the ſleeping ſtrings call forth the found ; 
Muſick adicu, farewel ltalian airs ! 
Ic croaking raven now ſhall ſooth my cares. 


1 And when thy matchleſs charms were quite run o'er, 
| I bid her tell the pleaſing tale once more. 
1 Oh, Daphnis ! from thy Araminta fled! 
44 Oh, to my love for ever, ever dead ! 
ot Like death, his nuptials all my hope remove, 
17 And ever part me from the man I love. 
14 
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5 On ſome old ruin loſt in thought I reſt, 
1 | And thick Bow Araminta once was bleſt; - 
| 1 There o'er and o'er thy letters I peruſe, 
'4* And all my grief in one kind ſentence loſe, 
f Soꝛnc tender line by chance my woe beguiles, 
5 Ard on my cheek a ſhort-liv'd pleaſure ſiniles; J 
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Why is this dawn of joy ? flow tears again ; 
Vain are theſe oaths, and all theſe vows are vain ; 
Daphnis, alas! the Gordian knot has ty'd, 
Nor force nor cunning can the band divide. 
Ab faithleſs youth ! fince eyes the ſoul explain, 
Ii by knew I nat that artful tongue could feign * 


AN 
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HOCK's fate I mourn ; poor Sheck is now no more, 
Ye Mules mourn, ye chamber-maids deplore. 

Unhappy Sheck ! yet more unhappy Fair, 

Doom'd to ſurvive thy joy and only care! 

Thy wretched fingers now no more ſhall deck, 

And tye the fav'rite ribband round his neck ; 

No more thy hand ſhall ſmooth his gloſſy hair, 

And comb the wavings of his pendent ear. 

Yet ceaſe thy flowing grief, forſaken maid ; 
All mortal pleaſures in a moment fade: 
Our ſureſt hope is in an hour deſtroy'd, 
And love, beſt gift of heav'n, not long enjoy d. 

Methinks I ſee her frantick with deſpair, 
Her ſtreaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing hair ; 
Her Mechlin pinners rent the floor beſtrow, 
And her torn fan gives real ſigns of woe. 
Hence Superſtition, that tormenting gueſt, 
That haunts with fancy'd fears the coward breaſt; 
No dread events upon this fate attend, 
Stream eyes no more, no more thy treſſes rend. 
Tho' certain omens oft” forewarn a ſtate, 
And dying lyons ſhow the onare's fate ; 
4 Why 
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y ſhould ſuch fears bid Celia's ſorrow riſe ? 


For when a Lap-dog falls, no lover dies. ” 
Ceaſe, Celia, ceaſe ; reſtrain thy flowing tears, 1 

Some warmer paſſion will diſpel thy cares. I 

In man you'll find a more ſubſtantial bliſs, 

More grateful toying, and a ſweeter kiſs. 1 
He's dead. Oh lay him gently in the ground ! ] 


And may his tomb be by this verſe renown'd. | 
Here Shock, the pride of all his kind, is laid ; C 
Who fawn'd like man, but ne er like man betray'd. Mp 


— 8 
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A young Lady, with ſome LAM PRE VS. 


I TH lovers 'twas of old the faſhion 
By preſents to convey their paſſion ; 

No matter what the gift they ſent, 
The Lady ſaw that love was meant. 
Fair Atalanta, as a favour, 
Took the boar's head her Hero gave her; 
Nor could the briſtly thing affront her, 
Twas a fit preſent from a hunter. 
When Squires ſend woodcocks to the dame, 
It ſerves to ſhow their abſent flame : 
Some by a ſnip of woven hair, 
In poſied lockets bribe the fair ; 
How many mercenary matches 
Have ſprung from Di'mond-rings and watches! 
But hold a ring, a watch, a locket, 


Would drain at once a Poet's pocket ; 
He ſhould ſend ſongs that coſt him nought, 


Nor ev'n be prodigal of thought. 
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Why then ſend Lampreys? fye, for ſhame! 
"Twill ſet a virgin's blood on flame. 
This to fifteen a proper gift! 

It might lend fixty five a lift. 

I know your maiden Aunt will ſcold, 
And think my preſent ſomewhat bold. 
I ſee her lift her hands and eyes. 

What eat it, Niece; eat Spaniſb flies! 
Lamprey's a moſt immodeſt diet: 

You'll neither wake nor ſleep in quiet. 
Should I to night eat Sago cream, 
Twould make me bluſh to tell my dream; 
If I eat Lobſter, 'tis ſo warming, 
That ev'ry man I ſee looks charming; 
Wherefore had not the filthy fellow 
Laid Rocheſter upon your pillow ? 

I vow and ſwear, I think the preſent 
Had been as modeſt and as decent. 
Who has her virtue in her pow'r ? 
Each day has its unguarded hour ; 
Always in danger of undoing, 

A prawn, a ſhrimp may prove our ruin ! 
The ſhepherdeſs, who lives on fallad, 
To cool her youth, controuls her palate ; 

Should Dian's turn liquoriſh livers, 
And of huge lampreys rob the rivers, 
Then all beſide each glade and Viſto, 
You'd fee Nymphs lying like Caliſto. 

The man who meant to heat your blood, 
Needs not himſelf ſuch vicious lood----- 

In this, I own, your Aunt 1s clear, 

I ſent you what I well might ſpare : 

For when J fee you, (without joking) 

Your eyes, lips, breaſts, are ſo provoking, 
They ſet my heart more cock-a-hoop, 

Than could whole ſeas of craw-fiſh ſoupe. 
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PRO -m, IF Bc 
Jud for the Taſteral Tragedy of D1oNE. 


"J'S 
HERE was a time (Oh were thoſedays renew'd!) 
Ere tyrant laws had woman's will ſubdu'd ; 
Then nature rul'd, and love, devoid of art, 

Spoke the conſenting language of the heart. 

Love uncontroul'd ! inſipid, poor delight! 

Tis the reſtraint that whets our appetite. 

Behold the beaſts who range the foreſts free, 

Beliold the birds who fly from tree to tree ; 

In their amours ſee nature's pow'r appear! 

And do they love? Yes—One month in the year. 
Were theſe the pleafures of the golden reign ? 

And did free nature thus inſtruct the ſwain ? 

I envy not, ye nymphs, your am'rous bow'rs : 

Such harmleſs ſwains ! — I'm ev'n content with ours. 
But yet there's ſomething in theſe ſylvan ſcenes 
That tells our fancy what the lover means; 
Name but the moſſy bank, and moon-light grove, 
Is there a heart that does not beat with love ? 

To nigat we treat you with ſuch country fare, 
Then for your lover's fake our author ſpare. 

He draws no Hem/kirk boors, or home-bred clowns, 
But ile ſoft ſhepherds of Arcadia's downs. 

When Faris on the three his judgment paſt ; 
I tope, you llown the ſhepherd ſhow'd his tafte : 
And Fove, all know, was a good judge of beauty, 
o made the nymph Caliſto break her duty; 
'Then was the country nymph no aukward thing. 
See what ſtrange revolutions time can bring ! 
Yet ſtill methinks our author's fate I dread. 

Were it not ſaſer beaten paths to tread 
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Of Tragedy ; than o'er wide heaths to ſtray, 

And ſeeking ſtrange adventures looſe his way? 

No trumpet's clangor makes his Heroine ſtart, 

And tears the ſoldier from her bleeding heart; 

He, fooliſh bard ! nor pomp nor ſhow regards, 
Without the witneſs of a hundred guards 

His Lovers ſigh their vows. —It ſleep ſhould take ye, 
He has no battel, no loud drum to wake ye. 

What, no ſuch ſhifts ? there's danger in't, tis true; 
Yet ſpare him, as he gives you ſomething new. 


— — 


weet //ILLI AM's Farewel to Black- 
Eyd SUS A Iv. 


AB AL L AD. 


I 
LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
'The ftreamers waving 1n the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came aboard. 
Oh, where ſhall I my true love find ! 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet Milliam fails among the crew. 
II. 
[Fillian, who high upon the yard, 
Rock d with the billow to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 
The cord ſlides ſwiſtly through his glowing hands, 
And, (quick as lightning, on the deck he ſtands. 
III. 
So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
(If, chance, his mate's ſhrill call he hear) 
Aud drops at once into her neſt. 
L 5 The 
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The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lip _ kiſſes ſweet. 
O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again. 
Change, as ye liſt, ye winds ; my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 
V , 


Believe not what the landmen fay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind: 
They'll tell thee, ſailors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find. 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 
| VL. 
If to far Iudia's coaſt we fail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright, 
Thy breath is Africt's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white. 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 
VII. 
Though battel call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, yet fate from harms, 
William ſhall to his Dear return. 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 
VIII. 
The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard : 
They kiſs d, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head. 
Fer leſs ning boat, unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu, the cries ! and way'd her lilly hand. 
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| "HE 
LADY's LAMENTATION 


A BALL AD. 


HYLLID A, that lov'd to dream 
In the grove, or by the ſtream ; 
Sigh'd on velvet pillow. 


What, allas ! ſhould fill her head, 
But a fountain or a mead, 


Water and a willow ? 


IT. 
Love in cities never dwells, 
He delights in rural cells 
Which ſweet wood-bine covers. 
What are your Aſſemblies then? 
There, *tis true, we ſee more men; 
But much fewer Lovers. 
III. 
Oh, how chang'd the proſpect grows! 
Flocks and Herds to Fops and Beaus, 
Coxcombs without number! 
Moon and ſtars that ſhone ſo bright, 
To the torch and waxen light, 
And whole nights at Ombre. 
IV. 
Pleaſant as it is, to hear 
Scandal tickling in our ear, 
Ev'n of our own mothers ; 
In the chit-chat of the day, 
To us is pay'd, when we're away, 
What we lent to others. 


. Thovgh 
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V. 
Though the fav'rite Toaſt I reign ; 
Wine, they ſay, that prompts the vain, 
Heightenz defamation. 
Muſt 1 live *twixt ſpite and fear, 
Ev'ry day grow handſomer, . 
And loſe my reputation ? 
VI. 
Thus the Fair to ſighs gave way, 
Her empty purſe beſide her lay. 
Nymph, ah ceaſe thy forrow ; 
Though curſt fortune frown to night; 
This odious town can give delight. 
I: you win to morrow. 
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DAMON@adCUPID. 


A SON G. 


I. 
HE fun was now withdrawn, 
The ſhepherds home were ſped ; 
The moon wide o'er the lawn 
Her ſilver mantle ſpread ; 
Wnen Damon ſtay' d behind, 
And ſaunter'd in the grove, 
Will ne'er a nymph be Kind, 
And give me love for love? 
II. 
Oh! thoſe were golden hours, 
When Love, devoid of cares, 
In all Arcadia's bows 


Lodg'd ſwains and nymphs by pairs! 
| But 
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But now from wood and plain 
Flies ev'ry ſprightly laſs, 
No joys for me remain, 
In ſhades, or on the graſs. 
III. 
The winged boy draws near, 
And thus the ſwain reproves, 
While beauty revell'd here, 
My game lay in the groves; 
At Court I never fail 
To ſcatter round my arrows, 
Men fall as thick as hail ; 
And maidens love like ſparrows. 
IV. 
Then, ſwain, if me you need, 
Strait lay your ſheep-hook down ; 
Throw by your oaten reed, 
And haſte away to town. 
So well Tm known at Court, 
None aſk where Cupid dwells ; 
But readily reſort | 
To B 1s 0121s. 
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DAPHNIS and CHLOE. 
A S ON G. 


| I. 
Aphnis ſtood penſive in the ſhade, 
With arms acroſs, and head reclin'd; 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 
And ſighs reliev'd his love-ſick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, 
Looks, ſighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 
My Chloe is unkind. 
IT. Why 
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II. . 

Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 

Ye larks, ye linnets ceaſe your ſtrains; 
I faintly hear in your ſweet notes, 
My Chhe's voice that wakes my pains : 
Yet why ſhould you your ſong forbear ? 
Your mates delight your ſong to hear, 

But Chloe mine diſdains. 

III. 

As thus he melancholy ſtood, 

Dejected as the lonely dove; 
Sweet ſounds broke gently through the wood. 

I feel the ſound ; my heart-ſtrings move. 
'T was not he nightingale that ſung ; 
No. Tis my Ch/e's ſweeter tongue. 

Hark, hark, what fays my love! 

IV. 

How fooliſh is the nymph (ſhe crys) 

Who trifles with her lover's pain ! 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in woman's eyes, 

Our artful lips were made to feign. 
O Daphnis, Daphnis, 'twas my pride, 
Twas not my heart thy love deny'd. 

Come back, dear youth, again. 


As Yother day my hand he ſeiz'd, 

My blood with thrilling motion flew ; 
Sudden I put on looks diſpleas'd, 

And haſty from his hold withdrew. 
'T'was fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain. 
Then hadft thou preſt my hand again, 

My heart had yielded too! 

2 
Tis true, thy tuneſul reed I blamd, 
; That ſwell'd thy lip and roſie cheek ; 
| Think not thy kill in ſong defam'd, 


That 


* 
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That lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek : 
Much, much thy muſick I approve ; 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 

Much more to hear _ ou 


My heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
Daphnis I fear is ever gone: 
Laſt night with Delta's dog he play'd, 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt come on. 
Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 
My tongue would now my heart obey. 
Ah Chloe, thou art won |! 
VIII. 
The youth ſtep'd forth with haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay; 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay. 
At laſt in broken words, ſhe cry'd : 
To morrow you in vain had try'd, 
But I am loſt to day! 
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5 amid the gloom of night I ſtray, 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still Nature's various face informs my ſenſe, 


Of an all-wiſe, all-pow'rful Providence. 
When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of night, 
And ſtrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 


Colour 
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Colour returns, the plains their liv'ry wear, 
And a bright verdure cloaths the ſmiling year ; 
The blooming flow'rs with op'ning beauties glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow, 
The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 

And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies. 

But when the gloomy reign of night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns : 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 
But weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt; 

No diſtant landſkips draw our curious eyes, 
Wrapt in night's robe the whole creation lies. 


Yet ſtill, evin now, while darkneſs cloaths the land, 


We view the traces of th' Almighty hand; 

Millions of ſtars in heav'ns wide vault appear, 

And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere : 

The filver moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 

And o'er the ſkies her nightly circle makes, 

Her folid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 

And to the world ber borrow'd light repays. 
Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend, 

Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 

Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare, 

Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 

But this we know, that heav'n's eternal King, 

Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 

Can at his Nerd bid num'rous worlds appear, 
And riſing worlds th' all-pow'rful Word ſhall hear. 
When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 

To other lands a riſing day he lends, 

The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe, 
Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 

And bids the plough correct the fallow ſoil. 
White we in ſleep's embraces waſte the night, 
The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light; 
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And when thoſe lands the buſie ſun forſakes, 
With us again the roſie morning wakes; 
In lazy ſleep the night rolls ſwift away, 

And neither clime laments his abſent ray. 
When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 
No more ſhall night's alternate reign be known: 

The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 
but from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. 
Oh, may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ, 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy 

& The ſtars ſhall drop, the ſun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God for ever ſhine the ſame. 


— 


A 
HS » 0 © ERS RR | 
gt ON 
ET E:R-N £T TT: 


R E the foundations of the world were laid, 
Ere kindling light th' Almighty word obey'd, 
Thou wert; and when the ſubterraneous flame 
Shall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 
From angry heav'n when the keen lightning flies, 
When fervent heat diſſolves the melting ſkies, 
Thou till ſhalt be; ſtill, as thou wert before, 
And know no change, when time ſhall be no more. 
O endleſs thought ! divine eternity ! 

| Th' immortal foul ſhares but a part of thee ; 

For thou wert preſent when our life began, 


When the warm duſt ſhot up in breathing man, 
| Ah! 
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Ah! what is life? with ills encompaſs d round, 
Amidſt our hopes, Fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound: 
To day the ſtateſman of new honour dreams, 

To morrow death deſtroys his airy ſchemes: 

Is mouldy treaſure in thy cheſt confinꝰd? 

Think all that treaſure thou muſt leave behind; 
Thy heir with ſmiles ſhall view thy blazon'd herſe, 
And all thy hoards with laviſh hand diſperſe. 
Should certain fate th' impending blow delay, 
Thy mirth will ſicken and thy bloom decay; 
Then feeble age will all thy nerves difarm, 

No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 
Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, 
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man? 

The virtuous ſoul purfues a nobler aim, % 
And life regards but as a fleeting dream: 8 
She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free, 8 
To launch from earth into eternity. i 
For while the boundleſs theme extends our thought, 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought. p 
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IF E is a jeſt; and all things ſhow it, 
I thought ſo once; but now I know it. 
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Paſtoral Tragedy. 


- —unt numina amant!, 


Sævit et injuſtd lege relicta Venus, 
Tibull. Eleg. 5. Lib. 1. 


ty 


R ; 2 * an £ * 9 . 3 © #. ws 5 7 * * >. af 24 1 1 * * 
5h 4 4 ok #9 ws 2 x * n Y is k 7 ry art Son IF ot ns of * 6 Py +; . 1 a n 2 ** on I 
COIs ty $34 * „ 5 r r 2 e bo * ＋ y » 
8 * . Oe N - 12 7 . , a 


# * Py -o # 
1 * 4 A F 14 1 . 
o IEP" "FE 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Evander under the Name of Lycidas. 
Cleanthes. 


Shepherds. 


WOMEN. 


Dione under the Name of Alexis. 


Parthenia. 


Laura. 


SCENE ARCADIA. 
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A Plain, at the foot of a flecp craggy mountain. 
DIONE. LAURA. 


* WII doſt thou fly me ? ſtay, unhappy 


fair, 
Seek not theſe horrid caverns of deſpair ; 
To trace thy ſteps the midnight air I bore, 
Trod the brown deſart, and unſhelter'd moor: 
Three times the lark has ſung his matin lay, 
And roſe on dewy wing to meet the day, 
Since firſt I found thee, ſtretch'd in penſive mood, 
Where laurels border Laden's ſilver flood. 
Dio. O let my ſoul with grateful thanks o'erflow ! 
Tis to thy hand my daily life I owe. 
Like the weak lamb you rais'd me from the Plain, 
'Too faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain ; 
Each day I ſhare thy bowl and clean repaſt, 
Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaſt. 
But vain is all thy friendſhip, vain thy care : 
Forget a wretch ahandon'd to deſpair. 
Lau. Deſpair will fly thee, when thou ſhalt impart 

The fatal ſecret that torments thy heart ; 
Diſcloſe thy ſorrows to my faithful ear, 
Inſtruct theſe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 
Love, love's the cauſe ; our foreſts ſpeak thy flame, 
And.rocks have learnt 10 ſigh Evander's name. 
If faultring ſhame thy baſhful tongue reſtrain, 
If thou haſt look d, and bluſh'd, and ſigh'd in vain ; 

ay, in what Grove thy lovely ſhepherd ſtrays, 
Tell me what mountains warble with his lays; 


Thither 
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Thither III ſpeed me, and with moving art 
Draw ſoft confeſſions from his melting heart. 


Dio. Thy gen'rous care has touch'd my ſecret Woe, 


Love bids theſe ſcalding tears inceſſant flow, 
Ill-fated love! O, ſay, ye ſylvan maids, 
Who range wide foreſts and ſequeſter'd ſhades, 
Say where Ewander bled, point out the ground 
That yet is purple with the ſavage wound, 
Yonder he lies ; I hear the Bird of prey; 
High o'er thoſe cliffs the raven wings his way 
Hark, how he croaks ! he ſcents the murder near. 
O may no greedy beak his viſage tear! 
Shield him, ye Cupid ; ſtrip the Paphian grove, 
And ſtrow unfading myrtle o'er my love! 
Down, heaving heart. 

Lax. — The mournful tale diſcloſe. 

Dio. Let not my tears intrude on thy repoſe, 
Yet if thy friendſhip ſtill the cauſe requeſt; 
T'll ſpeak; though ſorrow rend my lab'ring breaſt. 
Know then, fair ſhepherdeſs; no honeſt ſwain 
Taught me the duties of the peaceful plain ; 
Unus'd to fweet content, no flocks I keep, 
Nor brouzing goats that overhang the ſteep. 
Born where Orchomenos proud turrets ſhine, 
I trace my birth from long illuſtrious line. 
Why was I train'd amidſt Arcadia's Court? 
| Love ever revells in that gay reſort. 
Whene'er Evander paſt, my ſmitten heart : 
Heav'd frequent ſighs, and felt unuſual ſmart. 


Ah! hadſt thou ſeen with what ſweet grace he mov'd! 


Yet why that wiſh ? for Laura then had lov'd. 
Lau. Diſtruſt me not ; thy ſecret wrongs impart. 
Dio. Forgive the fallies of a breaking heart. 
Evander's ſighs his mutual flame confeſt, 
The growing paſſion labour d in his breaſt ; 
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To me he came; my heart with rapture ſprung, 
To ſee the bluſhes, when his faultring tongue 

Firſt ſaid, I love. My eyes conſent reveal, 

And plighted vows our faithful paſſion ſeal. 

Where's now the lovely youth? he's loſt, he's ſlain, 
And the pale coarſe lies breathleſs on the plain ! 

Lau. Are thus the hopes of conſtant lovers paid ? 
If thus — ye Powers, from love defend the maid ! 
Dio. Now have twelve mornings warm'd the purple 

eaſt, 
Since my dear hunter rous'd the tuſky Beaſt ; 
swift flew the foaming monſter through the wood, 
= Swift as the wind, his eager ſteps purſu'd : 
E 'Twas then the ſavage turn'd ; then fell the youth, 
And his dear blood diſtain'd the barb'rous tooth. 
= Lau. Was there none near? no ready ſuccour found: 
Nor healing herb to ſtanch the ſpouting wound? 
= Dis. In vain thro' pathleſs woods the hunters croſty 
And ſought with anxious eye their maſter loſt ; 
In vain their frequent hollows eccho'd ſhrill, 
And his lov'd name was ſent from hill to hill; 
Evander hears you not. He's loſt, he's lain, 
And the pale coarſe lies breathleſs on the plain. 


Lau. Has yet no clown (who, wandring from the 
w. 


Beats ev'ry buſh to raiſe the lamb aſtray) 
Obſerv'd the fatal ſpot ? 


Dio. O, if ye paſs 
Wbere purple murder dies the wither'd graſs, 

. With pious finger gently cloſe his eyes, 

And let his grave with decent verdure rife. [ Weeps. 
Lau. Behold the turtle who has loſt her mate; 
: \ while with drooping wing ſhe mourns his fate, 
Pullen, a while ſhe ſeeks the darkeſt grove, 
And cooing meditates the murder'd dove: 
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But time the rueful image wears away, 
Again ſhe's chear'd, again ſhe ſeeks the day. 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine. 

Dio. Yet ſure ſome turtle's love has equalF'd mine, 
Who when the hawk has ſnatch'd her mate away, 
Has never known the glad return of day. 

When my fond father ſaw my faded eye, 

And on my livid cheek the roſes dye ; * 
When catching ſighs my waſted boſom mov'd, 
The certain ſigns confirm'd him that I lov'd. 
He knew not that Ewander was my flame, 
Ewander dead] my paſſion ſtill the ſame ! 

Now he with threats aſſerts paternal ſway, 
With rich Cleanthes names my nuptial day; 
Cleanthes long his ardent vows had preſt ; 

But I his honours and his wealth deteſt. 


Lau. How vain is force! Love ne'er can be compelld. 
Dio. Though bound by duty, yet my heart rebelld, 


One night, when ſleep had huſh'd all buſy ſpies, 
And the pale moon had journey'd half the ſkies ; 
Softly I roſe and dreſt ; with filent tread, 

Unbarr'd the gates ; and to thefe mountains fled. 
Here let me ſooth the melancholy hours! 

Cloſe me, ye woods, within your twilight bow'rs! 
Where my calm ſoul may ſettled forrow know, 
And no Cleanthes interrupt my woe 


[Melancholy mnfick is heard at à diſtance. 


With importuning love. — On yonder Plain, 

Advances ſlow a melancholy train; 

Black Cypreſs boughs their drooping heads adorn. 
Lau. Alas! Menacles to his grave is borne. 

Behold the victim of Parthenia's pride ! 

He ſaw, he ſigh'd, he lov'd, was ſcorn'd and dy'd. 


Dio. Where dwells this beauteous rant ofthe plains 


Where may I ſee her? 


Lav. 
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Lau. — Aſk the ſighing ſwains. 
They beſt can ſpeak the conqueſts of her eyes, 
Whoever ſees her, loves; who loves her, dies. 

Dio. Perhaps untimely fate her flame has croſt, 
And ſhe, like me, has her Ewvander loſt. 

How my ſoul pities her! 

Lau. — If pity move 
Your gen'rous boſom, pity thoſe who love. 
There late arriv'd among our ſylvan race 
A ſtranger ſhepherd, who with lonely pace 
Viſits thoſe mountain pines at dawn of day, 
Where oft” Parthenia takes her early way 
To rouſe the chaſe ; mad with his am'rous pain, 
He ſtops and raves ; then ſullen walks again. 
Parthenia's name is borne by paſſing gales, 

And talking hills repeat it to the dales. 
Come, let us from this vale of ſorrow go, 
Nor let the mournful ſcene prolong thy woe. [Exeunt. 


* SCENE II. Shepherds and Shepherdefſes, (crown'd 
wth garlands of Cypreſs and Yew ) bearing the body of 
Menalcas. 

Shep. Here gently reſt the coarſe. With faultring 
breath | | 

Thus ſpake Menalcas on the verge of death. 

* Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend ; 

See, where yon hills with craggy brows aſcend, 

* Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 

* There firſt I ſaw her, there began my woes. 

* When I am cold, may there this clay be laid; 

* There often ſtrays the dear the cruel maid, 

* There as ſhe walks, perhaps you'll hear her ſay, 

* (While a kind guſhing tear ſhall force its way) 

M How 


* This and the following Scene are form'd upon the novel 
ef Marcella in Don Quixote. 


242 D TONE 
Ho could my ſtubborn heart relentleſs prove? 
Ah poor Menalcas—all thy fault was love! 

2 Shep. When pitying lions o'er a carcaſe groan, 
And hungry tygers bleeding Kids bemoan ; 

When the lean wolf laments the mangled ſheep 
Then ſhall Parthenia o'er Menalcas weep. 

1 Sbep. When famiſh'd panthers ſeek their morning 

food. 
And monſters roar along the defart wood ; 
When hiſſing vipers ruſtle through the brake, 
Or in the path-way rears the ſpeckled ſnake ; 
The wary Swain th' approaching peril ſpies, 
And through ſome diſtant road ſecurely flies. 
Fly then, ye ſwains, from beauty's ſurer wound. 
Such was the fate our. poor Menalcas found! 

2 Shep. What ſhepherd does not mourn Menalcas ſlain? 
Kill'd by a barb'rous woman's proud diſdain! 
Whoe'er attempts to bend her ſcornful mind, 

Cries to the detarts, and purſues the wind. 

1 Shep. With ev'ty grace Menalcas was endow'd, 

His merits dazled all the ſylvan croud. 

If you would know his pipe's melodious ſound, 

Aſk all the ecchoes of theſe hills around, 

For they have lcarnt his ttrains ; who ſhall rehearſe 
The ſtrength, the cadence of his tuneſul veile ? 
Go, read thoſe lotty poplars ; there you'll find 
Some tender ſonnet grow on ev'ry rind. 

2 Shep. Yet wnal avails his ſkill? Parthenia flies; 
Can merit hope ſucceis in woman's eyes? 

1 Hep. Why was Parthenia ſorm d of ſofteſt mold? 
Why does her heart ſuch ſavage nature hold? 

O ye kind gods! or all her charms efface, 
Or tame her he:rt—lo ſpare the ſhepherd race. 
2 Shep. As fade the flow'rs which on the grave I caſt; 


So may Parthinia's tranſient beauty waſte! 
1 Shep. 
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1 Shep. What woman ever counts the fleeting years, 
Or ſees the wrinkle which her forehead wears ! 
Thinking her feature never ſhall decay, 

This ſwain ſhe ſcorns, from that ſhe turns away. 
But know, as when the roſe her bud unfolds, 

A while each breaſt the ſhort-liv'd fragrance holds ; 
When the dry ſtalk lets drop her ſbrivell'd pride, 
The lovely ruin's ever thrown aſide. 

So ſhall Parthenia be. 

2. Shep. See, ſhe appears, 
T'o boaſt her ſpoils, and triumph 1n our tears. 


SCENE III. Parthenia appears from the mountain. 
PARTHENIA. SHEPHERDS. 


1 Shep. Why this way doſt thou turn thy banefu 
eyes. 
Pernicious Baſiliſk ? Lo! there he lies, 
There lies the youth thy curſed beauty flew ; 
See, at thy preſence, how he bleeds anew ! | 
Look down enjoy thy murder. 
Par. —— Spare my fame ; 
I come to clear a virgin's injur'd name. 
If I'm a Baſiliſk, the danger fly, 
Shun the ſwift glances of my venom'd eye 
If Tm a murd'rer, why approach ye near, 
And to the dagger lay your boſom bare? 
1 Shep. What heart is prcof againſt that face divine? 
Love is not in our power. 
Par. — Is love in mine ? 
If e er I trifled with a ſhepherd's pain, 
Or with falſe hope his paſſion ſtrove to gain ; 
Then might you juſtly curſe my ſavage mind, 
Then might you rank me with the ſerpent kind: 
But Ine er trifled with a ſhepherd's pain, 
Nor with falſe hope his paſſion ſtrove to gain: 
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Tis to his raſh purſuit he owes his fate, 
I was not cruel ; he was obſtinate. 

1 Shep. Hear this, ye ſighing ſhepherds, and deſpair. 
Unhappy Lyci4as, thy hour is near | 
Since the ſame barb'rous hand has ſign'd thy doom, 
We'll lay thee in our lov'd Menalcas tomb. 

Par. Why will intruding man my peace deſtroy ? 
Let me content, and ſolitude enjoy; 

Free was I born, my freedom to maintain, 

Early I fought the unambitious plain. 

Mott womens weak reſolves like reeds, will ply, 
Shake with each breath, and bend with ev'ry ſigh; 
Mine, like an oak, whoſe firm roots deep deſcend, 
No breath of love can ſhake, no ſigh can bend. 
L ve unhappy Lycidas would fave 

Go teck him, lead him to Menalcas grave: 

Forbid his eyes with flowing grief to rain, 

Like him Menalcas wept, but wept in vain ; 

Bid him his heart-conſuming groans give o'er : 
Tell him I heard ſuch piercing groans before, 
And heard unmovd. O Lycidas, be wiſe, 
Prevent thy fate.—Lo! there Menalcas lies. 

1 Shep. Now all the melancholy rites are paid, 
And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid; 

Let's ſeek our charge; the flocks diſperſing wide, 
Wien with moving fleece the mountain's ſide. 
I rult not, ye ſwains, the lightning of her eye, 
Leſt ye like him ſhould love, deſpair, and dye. 
[Cx. Shepherds, Sc. Parthenia remains in a melan- 
choly poſture looking on the grave of Menalcas. En- 
ter Lycidas. 


SCENE IVV. LYCID AS. PART HE VIA 
Lyc. When ſhall my ſteps have reſt? through all the 
wood, 


And by the winding banks of Laden's flood 1 ought 
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I fought my love. O ſay, ye ſkipping fawns, 
(Who range entangled ſhades and daiſy'd lawns) 
If ye have ſeen her! ſay, ye warbling race, 
(Who meaſure on ſwift wing th' aerial ſpace, 
And view below hills, dales, and diſtant ſhores) 
Where ſhall I find her whom my foul adores. 


SCENE V. LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA. DIONF.. 
LAURA. 
[Dione and Laura at a diftance. 
He. What do I ſee? no. Fancy mocks my eycs, 
And bids the dear deluding viſion riſe. 
'Tis the. My ſpringing heart her preſence feels. 
See, proſtrate Lycidas before thee kneels, 
[Kneeling to Parthenia. 
Why will Parthema turn her face away ? 
Par. Who calls Parthenia? hah ! 
She flarts from her melancholy ; and ſeeing Lycicas, 
flies into the wood. 
Lyc. — Stay, virgin, ſtay. 
O wing my feet, kind Love. See, ſee, ſhe bounds, 
Fleet as the mountain roe, when preſt by hounds. 
[He purſues her. Dione faints in the arms of Laura, 
Lau. What means this trembling? all her colour flies, 
And life is quite unſtrung. Ah! lift thy eyes, 
And anſwer me ; ſpeak, ſpeak, 'tis Laura calls. 
Speech has forſook her Lips. — She faints, ſhe falls. 
Tan her, ye Zephyrs, with your balmy breath, 
And bring her quickly from the ſhades of death: 
Blow, ye cool gales. See, ſee, the foreſt ſhakes 
With coming winds! ſhe breathes, ſhe moves, ſhe wakes. 
Dio. Ah falſe Evander ! 
Lau. —-—--- Calm thy ſobbing breaſt. 
Say, what new ſorrow has thy Heart oppreſt. 
Dio. Didſt thou not hear his ſighs and ſuppliant tone? 
Didſt thou not hear the pitying mountain groan ? 
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Didſt thou not ſee him bend his ſuppliant knee ? 
Thus in my happy days he kneelt to me, 
And pour'd forth all his foul ! ſee how he ſtrains, 
And leſſens to the ſight o'er yonder plains 
To keep the fair in view! run, virgin, run, 
Hear not his vows ; I heard, and was undone ! 
Lau. Let not imaginary terrors fright, 
Some dark deluſion ſwims before thy ſight. 
I taw Parthenia from the mountain's brow, 
And Lycidas with proftrate duty bow ; 
Swift, as on faulcon's wing, I ſaw her fly, 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
Why ftream thy tears for ſorrows not thy own ? 
Dio. Oh! where is honour, faith, and juſtice flown, 
Perjur'd Evander / 
Lau. Death has laid him low. 
Touch not the mournful ſtring that wakes thy woe. 
Dio. That am'rous ſwain, whom Lycidas you name, 
(Whoſe faithleſs boſom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind Evander—yes 'twas he. 
He lives, —but lives, alas! no more for me. 
Lau. Let not thy frantick words confeſs deſpair. 
Dio. What, know I not his voice, his mien, his air? 
Yes, I that treach'rous voice with joy believ'd, | 
That voice, that mien, that air my foul deceiv'd. 
If my dear ſhepherd love the lawns and glades, 2 
With bim Il range the lawns and ſeek the ſhades, 0 
With him through ſolitary deſarts rove. 
And can he leave me for another love? 
O baſe ingratitude! 
Lau. Suſpend thy grief, 
And let my friendly counſel bring relief, 
To thy deſponding foul. Parthenia's ear 
Is barr'd for ever to the lover's prayer; 
Leander courts diſdain, he follows ſcorn, 
And in the paſling winds his vows are born. 
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Scon will he find that all in vain he ſtrove 


To tame her boſom ; then his former love 
Shall wake his ſoul, then, will he ſighing blame 
His heart inconſtant and- his perjur'd flame : 
Then ſball he at Drone's feet implore, 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more. 
Dio, Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
Forbidding ſpeech, coy looks, and cold diſdain, 
To miſe his paſſion. Such are female arts, 
To hold in ſafer ſnares inconſtant hearts. 
Lau. Parthenia's breaſt is ſteel'd with real ſcorn. 
Dio. Canſt thou believe Evander will return? 
Lau. If thou the ſecrets of his heart wouldſt find, 
And try to cure the fever of his mind ; 
If: thy ſoft ſpeech his paſſions knows to move, 


It thou canft plead Dione's injur'd love, 


Forego thy ſex, lay all thy robes aſide, 

Strip off theſe Ornaments of female pride ; 
The ſhepherd's veſt muſt hide thy graceful air, 
With the bold manly ſtep a ſwain appear; 


Then with Evander may'ſt thou rove unknown, 


Then let thy tender eloquence be ſhown ; 
Then the new fury of his heart coniroul, 
And with Dione's ſuff rings touch his foul. 

Dio. Sweet as refreſhing dews, or ſummer ſhow'rs 
To the long parching thirſt of drooping flow'rs ; 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting ſwains, 

And ſoft as trickling balm to bleeding pains, 
Such are thy words. The ſex ſhall be reſign'd, 
No more ſhall braided gold theſe treſſes bind; 
The ſhepherd's garb the woman ſhall diſguiſe, 
If he has loſt all love, my friendſhip's tyes 
Unite me to his heart ! 

Lau. —— Go, proſperous maid, 
May ſmiling love thy faithful wiſhes aid. 
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Be now Alexis call'd. With thee I'll rove, 
And watch thy wand'rer through the mazy grove ; 
Let me be honour'd with a ſiſter's name; 
For thee, I feel a more than ſiſter's flame. 
Dio. Come then my guardian, ſiſter, friend and 
| guide 1 
Strait let theſe female robes be laid aſide. 
Perhaps my ſhepherd has outſtript her haſte. 
Think 'ſt thou, when out of ſight, the flew ſo faſt ? 
One ſudden glance might turn her ſavage mind ; 
May ſhe like Daphne fly, nor look behind, 
Maintain her Scorn, his eager flame deſpiſe, 
Nor view Evander with Diones eyes! 


n 
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Lycidas Sing on the Grave of Menalcas. 
Lyc. 5 * ow ſcalding fountains ceaſe to 
ow 
How long will liſe ſuſtain this load of woe? 
Why glows the morn ? roll back, thou ſource of light, 
And teed my ſorrows with eternal night 
Come, ſable Death; give, give the welcome ſtroke ; 
The raven calls thee from yon' blaſted oak. 
V/hat pious care my ghaſtful lid ſhall cloſe ? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compoſe ? 
O happy ſhepherd, tree from anxious pains z 
Who now art wandring in the ſighing plains 
Of bleit Z/y/um ; where in myrile groves 
Enamour'd ghoſts bemoan their former loves, 
Open, thou ſilent grave; for lo! I come 
To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom ; 
There {hail my boſom burn with friendſhip's flame, 
The tame our paſlion, and our late the ſame; 
T vere, like two nightingales on neighb'ring boughs, 
Alternate ſtrains hall mourn our fruttrate vows. 
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But if cold Death ſhould cloſe Parthenia's eye, 
And ſhould her beauteous form come gliding by; 
Friendſhip would ſoon in jealous fear be loſt, 
And kindling hate purſue thy rival ghoſt. 


SCENE II. LYCIDAS. DIONE AA 
ſhephera's habit. 
Lyc. Hah ! who comes here? turn hence, be timely 
wiſe 3 
Truſt not thy ſafety to Parthenia's eyes. 
As from the bearing faulcon flies the dove, 
So wing'd with fear, Parthenia flies from love. 
Dio. If in theſe vales the fatal beauty ſtray, 
From the cold marble riſe ; let's haſte away. 
Why lieſt thou panting, like the ſmitten deer; 
Truſt not the dangers, which thou bid'ſt me fear. 
Lyc. Bid the lur'd lark, whom tangling nets ſurpriſe, 
On ſoaring pinion rove the ſpacious ſkies ; 
Bid the cag'd linnet range the leafy grove ; 
Then bid my captive heart get looſe from love. 
The ſnares of death are o'er me. Hence; beware; 
Left thou ſhould'ſt ſee her, and like me deſpair. 
Dio. No. Let her come ; and ſeek this vale's receſs, 
In all the beauteous negligence of dreſs ; 
Though Cupid ſend a ſhaft in ev'ry glance, 
Though all the Graces in her ſtep advance. 
My heart can ſtand it all. Be firm, my breaſt ; 
'Th' enſnaring oath, the broken vow deteſt : 
That flame, which other charms have pow'r to move; 
O give it not the ſacred name of love! 
"Tis perjry, fraud, and meditated lies, 
Love's ſeated in the foul, and never dies. 
What then avail her charms ? my conftant heart 
Shall gaze ſecure, and mock a ſecond dart. 
c. But thou perhaps a happier fate haſt found, 
And the ſame hand that gave, now heals the wound ; 1 
5 Or 
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Or art thou left abandon'd and forlorn, 

A wretch, like me, the ſport of pride and ſcorn ? 
Dio. O tell me, ſhepherd, has thy faithleſs maid 

Falſe to her vow thy flatter'd hope betray'd ? 

Did her ſmooth ſpeech engage thee to believe ? 

Did ſhe proteſt and ſwear, and then deceive ? 

Such are the pangs I feel! 


Lyc. —— — The haughty fair 
Contemns my ſuff rings, and diſdains to hear. . 
Let meaner Beauties learn'd in female ſnares J 
Entice the ſwain with half- conſeuting airs; 
Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conqu' ring eyes, 4 
And yet where'er ſhe turns a lover ſighs. E 


Vain is the ſteady conſtancy you boaſt ; 
All other love at fight of her is loſt. 

Dio. True conſtancy no time no power can move: 
He that has known to change, ne'er knew to love. 
Though the dear author of my hapleſs flame 
Purſues another ; ſtill my heart's the ſame. 1 
Am ! for ever left ? (excuſe theſe tears) 

May thy kind friendſhip ſoften, all my cares! 

Lyc. What comfort can a wretch, like me, beſtow ? 

Dio. He beſt can pity who has felt the woe. 

Lyc. Since diffrent paſſions have our fouls poſſeſt, 
No rival fears our friendſhip ſhall moleſt. 

Dio. Come, let us leave the ſhades of theſe brown 

hills, | 
And drive our flocks beſide the ſtreaming rills, y 
Should thy fair tyrant to theſe vales return, 
How would thy breaſt with double fury burn ! 
Go hence: and ſeek thy peace. 


SCENE m. LYCIDAS. DIONE. LAURA. Þ 
Lau. — Fly, fly this place; q 
Beware af love; the proudeſt of her race 


This 
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This way approaches: from among the pines, 
Where from the ſteep the winding path declines, 


I ſaw the nymph deſcend. 
Lyc. She comes, ſhe comes ; 


From her the paſſing Zephyrs ſteal perfumes, 
As from the vi'let's bank; with odours ſweet 
Breathes ev'ry gale ; ſpring blooms beneath her feet. 
Yes, 'tis my faireſt ; here ſhe's wont to rove. 

Lau. Say, by what ſigns I might have known thy 


Love ? 
Lyci. My Love is fairer than the ſnowy breaſt 


Of the tall ſwan, whoſe proudly-ſwelling cheſt 
Divides the wave, her treſſes looſe behind, 
Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; 
The riſing bluſhes, which her cheek o'erſpread, 
Are op'ning roles in the lily's bed. 
Know'ſt thou Parthenia ? 
Lau. ———— Wretched is the ſlave 
Who ſerves ſuch pride! behold Menalcas' grave! 
Yet if Alexis and this ſighing ſwain 
With to behold the Tyrant of the plain, 
Let us behind theſe myrtle's twining arms 
Retire unſeen ; from thence ſurvey her charms. 
Wild as the chaunting thruſh upon the ſpray, 
At man's approach ſhe ſwiitly flies away. 
Like the young hare, I've ſeen the panting maid 
Stop, liſten, run; of ev'ry wind afraid. 
Lyci. And wilt thou never from thy vows depart ? 
Shepherd, beware—now fortify thy heart. [To Dione. 
[Lycidas, Dione, and Laura retire behind the boughs. 


SCENE IV. PARTHENTA. LYCIDAS. DIONE, 
LAURA. | | 
Par. This melancholy ſcene demands a groan. 
Hah ! what inſcription marks the weeping ſtone ? 
O fow'r of beauty! here Menalcas lies. 
Gaze not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes, 


Why 
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Why did heav'n form me with ſuch poliſh'd care ? 
Why caſt my features in a mold fo fair? 
If blooming beauty was a bleſſing meant, 
Why are my ſighing hours deny'd content? 
The downy peach, that glows with ſunny dyes, 
Feeds the black ſnail, and lures voracious flies ; 
The juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, 
And pecking finches ſcoop the golden rind; 
But beauty ſuffers more pernicious wrongs, 
Blaſted by envy, and cenſorious tongues. 
How happy lives tne Nymph, whoſe comely face 
And pleaſing g3-2ces boaſt ſufficient grace 
To wound the ſwain ſhe loves! no jealous fears 
Shall vex her nuptial ſtate with nightly tears, 
Nor am'rous youths, to puſh their foul pretence, 
Infeſt her days with dull impertinence. 
But why talk I of love? my guarded heart 
Diſowns his power, and turns aſide the dart. 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menalcas cries, 
Gaze not, ye ſhepherds on Parthenia's eyes. 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay peruſe, 
Leſt thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accuſe. 
[She lands in a melancholy poſture, looking on the tomb. 

Hei. Call'd ſhe not Lycidas ?— I come, my fair; 
See, gen'rous pity melts into a tear, 
And her heart ſoftens. Now's the tender hour, 
Aſſiſt me, love, exert thy ſov'reign power 
To tame th' obdurate maid. 


Dio. — —— Raſh ſwain, be wiſe: 
"Tis not from thee or him, from love ſhe flies. 
Leave her, forget her. [ They hold Lycidas, 

Laura. Why this furious haſte ? 
Unhand me ; looſe me. | 

Dio. Siſter, hold him faſt. / 


To follow her, is to prolong deſpair. 
Shepherd, you muſt not ga. 
Lyci. 


Her niceſt hand employ'd ; her lovely face. 
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Lyci. = Bold youth, forbear. 
Hear me, Partbenia. „ 
Par. = — From behind the Scene, 
Methought a voice ſome liſt'ning ſpy betray'd. 
Yes, I'm obſerv'd. [She runs out, 
Lyc. — Stay, nymph ; thy flight ſuſpend. 
She hears me not — hen will my ſorrows end! 
As over-ſpent with toil, my heaving breaſt 
Beats quick. Tis death alone can give me reſt. 
[ He remains in a fixt melancholy. 


SCENE V. LYCIDAS. DIO ME. LAURA. 

Lau. Recal thy ſcatter'd ſenſe, bid reaſon wake, 
Subdue thy paſſion. 

H ci. — Shall I never ſpeak? | 
She's gone, ſhe's gone —- Kind ſhepherd, let me reft, 
My troubled head upon thy friendly breaſt. 

The foreſt ſeems to move. — O curſed ſtate ! 

I doom'd to love, and ſhe condemn'd to hate ! 
Tell me, Alexis, art thou ſtill the ſame ? 

Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Of thy firſt love? did not thy flutt'ring heart, 
Whene'er ſhe rais'd her look, confeſs the dart? 

Dio. 1 own the nymph is faireſt of her race, 
Yet I unmov'd can on this beauty gaze, 
Mindful of former promiſe ; though my love, 
Inconſtant like the bee, the meadows rove, 
And ſkim each beauteous flow'r ; nor time nor place 
Shall the dear image from my breaſt efface. 
Since all thy hopes are loſt ; let friendſhip's tye 
Calm our diſtreſs, and lighted love ſupply ; 

Let us together drive our fleecy ſtore, 
And of ungrateſul woman think no more. 

Lyci. Tis death alone can raſe her from my breaft. 

Lau. Why ſhines thy Love ſo far above the ret ? 
Nature, *tis true, in ev'ry outward grace, 


With 
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With beauteous feature ſtampt, with roſy dyes 


Warm'd her fair cheek ; with lightning arm'd her eyes: 


But if thou ſearch the ſecrets of her mind, 
Where ſhall thy cheated ſoul a virtue find ? 

Sure hell with cruelty her breaſt ſupply'd. 

How did ſhe glory when Menalcas dy'd! 

Pride in her boſom reigns ; ſhe's falſe, ſhe's vain, 
She firſt entices, then inſults the ſwain ; 

Shall female cunning lead thy heart aſtray ? 
Shepherd, be free ; and ſcorn for ſcorn repay. 

Lyci. How woman talks of woman! 

Dio. — Hence depart; 3 
Let a long abſence cure thy love- ſick heart. 

To ſome far grove retire, her ſight diſclaim, 
Nor with her charms awake the dying flame. 
Let not an hour thy happy flight ſuſpend ; 

But go not, Lycidas, without thy friend. 
Together let us ſeek the cheartul plains, 

And lead the dance among the ſportive ſwains, 
Devoid of care. 

Lau Or elſe the groves diſdain, 
Nor with the ſylvan walk indulge thy pain. 
Haſte to the town ; there (I have oft' been told) 
The courtly nymph her treſſes binds with gold, 
To captivate the youths ; the youths appear 
In fine array; in ringlets waves their hair 
Rich with ambroſial ſcents, the fair to move, 
And all the buſineſs of the day is love. 

There from the gawdy train ſelect a dame, 
Her willing glance ſhall catch an equal flame. 


Lyc. Name not the Court. the thought my ſoul con- 
founds, 


And with Dione's wrongs my boſom wounds. 
Heav'n juſtly vindicates the faithful maid ; 
And now are all my broken vows repaid, 


Perhaps 
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I 
Perhaps ſhe now laments my fancy'd death 
With tears unfeign'd ; thinks, how my gaſping breath 
Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid ! 
Yes. I fond innocence and truth betray'd, Aſide. 
a [Dione and Laura apart. 
Dio. Hark! bw reflection wakes his conſcious heart. 
From my pale lids the trickling ſorrows ſtart ; 
How ſhall my breaſt the ſwelling ſighs confine ! 
Lau. O ſmooth thy brow, conceal our juſt deſign : 
Be yet a while unknown. If grief ariſe, 
And force a paſſage through thy guſhing eyes, 
Quickly retire, thy ſorrows to compoſe ; 
Or with a look ſerene diſguiſe thy woes. 
[Dione is going out. Laura walks at a diſtance, 
Lyc. Canſt thou, Alexis, leave me thus diſtreſt ? 
Where's now the boaſted friendſhip of thy breaſt ? 
Haſt thou not oft ſurvey'd the dappled deer 
In ſocial herds o'er-ſpread the paſtures fair, 
When op'ning hounds the warmer ſcent purſue, 
And force the deſtin'd victim from the crew, 
Oft' he returns, and fain would join the band, 
While all their horns the panting wretch withſtand ? 
Such is thy friendſhip ; thus might I confide. 
Dio. Why wilt thou cenſure what thou ne'er haſt 
try'd ? 
Should 3 lean wolf to ſeize thee ſwift deſcend, 
And gnawing famine wide his jaws diſtend ; 
I'd ruſh between, the monſter to engage, 
And my life's blood ſhould glut his thirſty rage. 
Sooner ſhall ſwallows leave their callow brood, 
Who all with plaintive chirpings cry for food ; 
Sooner ſhall hens expoſe their infant care, 
When the ſpread kite fails wheeling in the air, 
Than I forſake thee when by danger preſt; 
Wrong not by jealous fears a faithful breaſt. 
Lyc. If thy fair-ſpoken tongue thy boſom ſhows, 
There let the ſecrets of my foul re poſe. 


Die. 
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Dio. Far be ſuſpicion; in my truth confide. 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide. 

Lyc. Know then, Alexis, that in vain I ſtrove 
To break her chain, and free my foul from love; 
On the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings, 
Still more entangled in the clammy Strings. 

The flow-pac'd days have witneſs'd my deſpair, 
Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care ; 
Down my fluſh'd cheek the flowing ſorrows run, 
As dews deſcend to weep the abſent ſun. 

O loſt Parthentia /! 

Dio. — Theſe wild thoughts ſuſpend ; 
And in thy kind commands inſtruct thy friend. 

Lyc. Whene'er my faultring tongue would urge my 

cauſe, 
Deaf is her ear, and ſullen ſhe withdraws. 
Go then, Alexis ; ſeek the ſcornful maid, 
In tender eloquence my ſuft rings plead ; 
Of lighted paſſion thou the pangs haſt known; 
O judge my ſecret anguiſh by thy own ! 

Die. Had I the ſkill inconſtant hearts to move, 
My longing foul had never loſt my love. 

My feeble tongue, in theſe foft arts untry'd, 
Can ill ſupport the thunder of her pride; 
When ſhe ſhall bid me to thy bow'r repair, 
How ſhall my trembling lips her threats declare ! 
How ſhall I tell thee, that ſhe could behold, 
With brow ſerene, thy corſe all pale and cold 
Beat on the daſhing billow ? ſhouldſt thou go 
Where the tall hill o'erhangs the rocks below, 
Near thee thy tyrant could unpitying ſtand, 
Nor call thee back, nor ſtretch a ſaving hand. 
Wilt thou then ſtill perſiſt to tempt thy fate, 
To feed her pride, and gratify her hate? 


Lyc. Know, unexperienc'd youth, that woman's mind. 
Oft ſhifts her paſſions, like th' inconſtant wind 
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zudden ſhe rages, like the troubled main, 
Now ſinks the ftorm, and all is calm again. 
Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart, 
And the ſoft tale ſhall glide into her heart. 
Dio. No. Let her wander in the Jonely grove, 
And never hear the tender voice of love. 
Let her awhile, neglected by the ſwain, 
Paſs by, nor ſighs moleſt the chearful plain; 
Thus ſhall the fury of her pride be laid ; 
Thus humble into love the haughty maid. 
Lyc. Vain are attempts my paſlion to controul. 
Is this the balm to cure my fainting foul ? 
Dio. Deep then among the green-wood ſhades IH 
rove, 
And ſeek with weary pace thy wander'd Love; 
Proftrate I'll fall, and with inceffant prayers 
Hang on her knees, and bathe her feet with tears; 
If ſighs of pity can her ear incline, 
(O Lycidas, my life is wrapt in thine !) [Afacle. 
I'll charge her from thy voice to hear the tale, 
Thy voice more ſweet than notes along the vale 
Breath'd from the warbling pipe the moving ſtrain 
Shall ſtay her flight, and o'er her paſſions gain. 
Yet if ſhe hear ; ſhould love the meſſage ſpeed, 
Then dies all hope ;—then muſt Dione bleed. [Afede. 
Lyc. Haſte then, dear faithful ſwain. Beneath thoſe 
yews 
Whoſe fable arms the browneſt ſhade diffuſe, 
Where all around, to ſhan the fervent ſky, 
The panting flocks in ſerny thickets Iye ; 
There with impatience ſhall I wait my friend, 
Oer the wide proſpect frequent glances fend 
{to ſpy thy wiſh'd return. As thou ſhalt find 
A tender welcome, may thy Love be kind ! 


[Ex. Lycidas. 
— SCENE 
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SCENE VI DIONE. L4U XI. 


Dio. Methinks I'm now ſurrounded by defpair, 
And all my with'ring hopes are loft in air. 
Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 
Hears through long woods autumnal tempeſts blow, 
With hollow blaſts the claſhing branches bend, 
And yellow ſhow'rs of ruſtling leaves deſcend ;. 
She ſees the friendly ſhelter from her fly, 
Nor dare her little pinions truſt the ſky ; 
But on the naked ſpray in wintry air, 
All ſhiv'ring, hopeleſs, mourns the dying year. 
What have I promis'd ? raſh, unthinking maid ! 
By thy own tongue thy wiſhes are betray'd ! | 
| [Laura advances. 
Lau. Why walk'ſ thou thus diſturb'd with frantick 
air ? 
Why roll thy eyes with madneſs and deſpair ? 
Dio. [mufing.] How wilt thou bear to ſee her pride 
give way ? | 
When thus the yielding nymph ſhall bid thee ſay, 
* Let not the ſhepherd ſeek the ſilent grave, 
Say, that I bid him live, —if hope can ſave” 
Lax. Has he diſcern'd thee through the ſwain's dif 
-1le, 
And now alike thy love and friendſhip flies ? 
Dio. Yes. Firm and faithful to the promiſe made, 
Tl range each ſunny hill, each lawn and glade. 
Lau. Wilt thou not anſwer? calm thy troubled mind- 
Dio. Where ſhall my ſearch this happy rival find? 
Fll go, my faichleſs thepherd's cauſe to plead, 
And with my tears accuſe th' ungrateful maid. 
Yet, ſhould her foften'd heart to love incline ! 
Lau. It thoſe are all thy fears; Evander's thine. 
Dio. Why thould we both in ſorrow waſte our days? 
If love unfeign'd my conſtant boſom (ways, 
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His happineſs alone is all I prize, \ 
And that is center'd in Parthenia's eyes. . 
Haſte then, with earneſt zeal her love implore, : 

To bleſs his hours; — when thou ſhalt breathe no more. 


* 


Aer 16, SCENE 1. 


Dione Hing on the ground by the fide of a Fountain. 
Dio. ERE let me reſt: and in the liquid glaſs 
View with impartial look my fading face. 
Why are Parthenia's ſtriking beauties priz'd ? 
And why Dione's weaker glance deſpis'd ? 
Nature in various molds has beauty caſt, 
And form'd the feature for each diff 'rent taſte : 
This ſighs for golden locks and azure eyes; 
That, for the gloſs of fable treſſes, dyes. - 
Let all mankind theſe locks, theſe eyes deteſt, 
So I were lovely in Evander's brealt ! 
When o'er the garden's knot we caſt our view, 
While ſummer paints the ground with various hue 
Some praiſe the gaudy tulip's ſtreaky red, 
And ſome the ſilver lily's bending head; 
dome the junquil in ſhining yellow dreſt, 
And ſome the fring'd carnation's varied veſt ; 
Some love the ſober vi'let's purple dyes, 
Thus beauty fares in diffrent lovers eyes. 
But bright Parthenia like the roſe appears, 
| dhe in all eyes ſuperior luſtre bears. 


SCENE H. DIONE LAUK 4. 


Lau. Why thus beneath the ſilver willow laid, 

| Weeps fair Dione in the penſive ſhade ? 

| Haſt thou yet found the over-arching bower, 

| Which guards Parthenia from the ſultry hour? 
Has not her pride confirm'd the youth's deſpair ? 

Or does thy paſſion (till a rival fear; 


— 


Die. 
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Dio. With weary ſtep in paths unknown I ſtray d, 
And ſought in vain the ſolitary maid. 
Lau. Seeſt thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 
Whoſe aged arms imbrown the cooling floods? 
The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, 
And waſh the foil from the big roots below; 
From the tall rock the daſhing waters bound. 
Hark, o'er the fields the ruſhing billows ſound ! 
There, loſt in thought, and leaning on her crook, 
Stood the ſad nymph, nor rais'd her peniive look; 
With ſettled eye the bubbling waves ſurvey d, 
And watch'd the whirling eddies, as they play'd. 
Dio. Thither to know my certain doom I ſpeed, 
For by this ſentence lite or death's decreed. [Exit. 


SCENE III. LAURA. CLEANTHES. 
Lau. But fee! ſome haſty ſtranger bends this way ; 
His broider'd veſt reflects the ſunny ray: 
Now through the thinner boughs I mark his mien, 
Now veil'd, in thicker ſhades he moves unſeen. 
Hither he turns; I hear a mutt'ring ſound; 
Behind this rev'rend oak with ivy bound 
Quick [I'll retire ; with buſy thought poſſeſt, 
His tongue betrays the ſecrets of his breaſt. 
[She hides herſelf, 
Clean. The ſkillful hunter with experienc'd care 
Traces the doubles of the circling hare ; 
The ſubtle fox (who breathes the weary hound 
O'er hills and plains) in diſtant brakes is found; 
With eaſe we track ſwiſt hinds and ſkipping roes, 
But who th' inconſtant wavs of woman knows? 
They fay, the wanders with the ſylvan train, 
And courts the native freedoms of the plain; 
Shepherds explain their wiſh without ottence, 
Nor bluth the nymphs; for Love is innocence. 
O lead me where the rural youth retreat, 


Where the lope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
Perhaps 
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perhaps on daiſy'd turf reclines the maid, 

And near her fide ſome rival clown is laid. 

Yet, yet I love her. O loſt nymph return, 

Let not thy fire with tears inceſſant mourn. 

Return, loſt nymph ; bid forrow ceaſe to flow, 

And let Dione glad the houſe of woe. 
Lan. Call'd he not loſt Dione ? hence I'll ſtart, 

Croſs his ſlow ſteps, and ſift his op'ning heart. [A/ide. 
Clean, Tell me, fair nymph, direct my wand'ring 

way; 

Where, in cloſe bowers, to ſhun the ſultry ray, 

Repoſe the fwains ; whoſe flocks with bleating fill 

The bord'ring foreſt and the thymy hill. 

But it thou frequent join theſe ſylvan bands, 

Thy felf can anſwer what my foul demands. 


Lau. Seven years I trod theſe fields, theſe bow'rs, 
and glades, 


And by the lets'ning and the length'uing ſhades 

Have mark'd the hours; what time my flock to lead 

To ſunny mountains, or the watry mead : 

Train'd in the labours of the ſylvan crew, 

Their ports, retreats, their cares and loves I knew. 
(een. Inſtruct me chen, if late among your race, 

A franger nymph is found ot noble grace, 

In rural arts unſbill'd, no charge the tends ; 

Nor when the morn and ev'ning dew deicends 

Milks the big-udder'd ewe. Her mien and dreſs 

The poliſh' d' manners of the Court confeſs. 


Lau, Lach day arrive the neighb'ring nymphs and 
ſwains 


Io ſhare the paſtime of our jovial plains ; 

How can I there thy roving beauty trace, 

Where not one nymph is bred of vulgar race? 

| Chan. If yet ſhe breathe, what tortures muſt ſhe find! 
The curſe of diſobedience tears her mind. 
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If e er your breaſt with filial duty burn'd, 

If e er you forrow'd when a parent mourn'd ; 
Tell her, I charge you, with inceſſant groans 
Her drooping fire his abſent child bemoans. 


Lau. Unhappy man! 
Clean. With ſtorms of paſſion toſt, | 


When firſt he learnt his vagrant child was loſt, 


On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flung, 
And with thick blows his hollow boſom rung ; 


Thea up he ſtarted, and with fixt ſurpriſe, 

Upon her picture threw his frantick eyes, h 
While thus he cry'd. * In her my life was bound, . 
Warm in each feature is her mother found! = 
Perhaps deſpair has been her fatal guide, F 


* And now ſhe floats upon the weeping tide ; 
Or on the willow hung, with head reclin'd, 
All pale and cold ſhe wavers in the wind. f 
Did I not force her hence by harſh commands ? 
Did not her ſoul abhor the nuptial bands? f 
Lan. Teach not, ye fires, your daughters to rebel. | 
By counſel rein their wills, but ne'er compel. 21 
Clean. Ve duteous daughters, truſt theſe tender guides 
Nor think a parent's breaſt the tyrant hides. f 
Lau. From either lid the ſcalding ſorrows roll ; f 
The moving tale runs thrilling to my ſoul. 
Clean. Perhaps ſhe wanders in the lonely woods, 
Or on the ſedgy borders of tne floods; 
Thou know'ſt each cottage, foreſt, hill and vale, 
And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 
Search each ſequeſtred cell to find the fair; 
And juſt reward ſhall gratify thy care. 
Lan. O ye kind boughs protect the virgin's flight, 
And guard Dione trom his prying ſight! [ Afrde. 
Cle. Mean while T1 ſeek the ſhepherd's cool abodes, 
Point me, fair nymph, along theſe doubtful roads. 
Lau. Seeſt thou yon' mountain rear his ſhaggy brow ? 
In the green valley graze the flocks below: _ 
| ere 
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There ev'ry gale with warbling muſick floats, 
Shade anſwers ſhade, and breathes alternate notes. 
[Ex. Cleanthes. 
He's gone; and to the diſtant vales is ſent, 
Nor ſhall his force Dione's love prevent. 
But ſee, ſhe comes again with haſty pace, 
And conſcious pleaſure dimples on her face. 


SCENE I. LIIURLS DIUNE. 


Dio. I found her laid beſide the cryſtal brook, 
Nor rais'd ſhe from the ſtream her ſettled look, 
Till near her fide I ſtood; her head ſhe rears, 
Starts ſudden, and her ſhrieks conſeſs her fears. 

Lan. Did not thy words her thoughtful foul ſurpriſe, 
And kindle ſparkling anger in her eyes? 
Dio. Thus ſhe reply'd, with rage and ſcorn poſſeſt. 
Will importuning love ne er give me relt ? 
| © Why am I thus in deſarts wild purſu'd, 
| © Like guilty conſciences when ttain'd with blood ? 
* * Sure boding ravens, from the blaſted oak, 
| * Shall learn the name of Lycidas to croak, 
| * To found it in my ears! As twains pats by, 
Wich look aſkance, they thake their heads and cry, 
* © lo! this is ſhe 1or whom the ſhepherd dy'd ! 
Soon Lycidas, a victim to her pride, 
Shall ſeek the grave; and in the glimm'ring glade, 
With look all pale, ſhall glide the reſtleſs ſhade 
| © Of the poor ſwain ; while we with haggard eye 
And brittled hair the fleeting phantom fly. 
Still let their curſes innocence upbraid : 
| Heay'n never will foriake the virtuous maid. 
Lau. Didſt thou perſiſt to touch her haughty breaſt ? 
Dio. She ſtill the more diſdain'd the more I preſt. 
Lau. When you were gone, theſe walks a ſtranger 
croſt, | 
He turn'd through ev'ry path, and wander'd loſt ; 


To 
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To me he came; with courteous ſpeech demands 
Beneath what bowers repos'd the ſhepherd bands; 
'Then further aſk me, if among that race 

A ſhepherdeſs was found of courtly grace; 

With proffer'd bribes my faithful tongue eſſays ; 
But for no bribe the faithful tongue betrays. 

In me Dione's ſafe. Far hence he ſpeeds, 

Where other hills reſound with other reeds. 

Dio. Should he come back; Suſpicion's jealous eyes 
Might trace my feature through the ſwain's diſguiſe. 
Now ev'ry noiſe and whiſtling wind I dread, 
And in each ſound approaches human tread. 

Lan. He ſaid, he left your houſe involv'd in cares, 
Sighs ſwell'd each breaſt, each eye o'erflow'd with tears; 
For his loſt child thy penſive father mourns, 

And funk in ſorrow to the duſt returns. 

Go back, obedient daughter hence depart, 
And till the ſighs that tear his anxious heart. 
Soen ſhall Evander, wearied with diſdain, 
Forego theſe fields, and ſeek the town again. 

Dio. Think, Laura, what thy haſty thoughts perſuade. 
If I return to Love a victim made, 

My wrath{ul Sire will force his harth command, 
And with Cl-anthes join my trembling hand. 

Lau. Yet the kind parent ſoft perſuaſion tries, 
And what his power compels not, may adviſe. 

Dio. On the high nuptials of the Court look round; 

Where ſhall,. alas, one happy pair be found ! 
There, marriage is for ſervile int'reſt, ſought : 
Is love for wealth or pow'r or title bought ? 
Tis hence domeſtick jars their peace deſtroy, 
And looſe adult'ry ſteals the ſhameful joy. 

But ſearch we wide o'er all the bliſsful plains, 
Where love alone, devoid of int'reſt, reigns. 
What concord in each happy pair appears ! 


How fondneſs ſtrengthens with the rolling years! 
| | Superior 
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Superior power ne'er thwarts their ſoft delights, 
Nor jealous accuſations wake their nights. 

Lau. May all thoſe bleſſings on Dione fall. 

Dio. Grant me Ewvander, and I ſhare them all. 
Shall a fond father give perpetual ſtrife, 

And doom his child to be a wretch for life ? 

Though he bequeath'd me all theſe woods and plains, 
And all the flocks the ruſſet down contains; 

With all the golden harveſts of the year, 

Far as where yonder purple mountains rear; 

Can theſe, the broils of nuptial life prevent? 

Can theſe, without Ewander, give content? 

But ſee, he comes. 

Lau. — III to the vales repair, 
Where wanders by the ſtream my fleecy care. 
Mayſt thou the rage of this new flame controul, 
And wake Dione in his tender ſoul! Ex. Laura. 


dCENETS Y. DIONES ZFCIDAS. 


| Lye. Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart 

| Kind rays of hope to cheer a doubtfulieart ? 

How didſt thou firſt my pangs of love diſcloſe ? 

Did her diſdainful brow confirm my woes ? 

Or did ſoft pity in her boſom riſe, 

Heave on her breaſt, and languiſh in her eyes! 
Dio. How ſhall my tongue the fault'ring tale explain! 

My heart drops blood to give the ſhepherd pain. 

| Lyc. Pronounce her utmoſt ſcorn ; I come prepar'd 

| To meet my doom. Say, is my death dec}ar'd? 

Dio. Why ſhould thy fate depend on woman's will ? 

| Forget this tyrant, and be happy till. 

Lyc. Didft thou beſeech her not to ſpeed her flight, 

Nor ſhun with wrathful glance my hated fight ? 

Will the conſent my ſighing plaint to hear, 

Nor let my piercing cries be loſt in air? 
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Dio. Can mariners appeaſe the toſſing ſtorm, 
Wen foaming waves the yawning deep deform ? 
When o'er the ſable cloud the thunder flies, 

Say, who ſhall calm the terror of the ſkies ? 
Who ſhall the lion's famiſh'd roar afſwage ? 
And can we ſtill proud woman's ſtronger rage? 
Soon as my faithful tongue pronounc'd thy name, 
Sudden her glances ſhot reſentful flame : 
Be dumb, ſhe cries, this whining love give o'er, 
And vex me with th' ungrateful theme no more. 
Lyc. Tis pride alone that keeps alive her ſcorn, 
Can the mean ſwain in humble cottage born, 
Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain, 
Where avarice and ſtrong ambition reign ? 
If Poverty pals by in tatter'd coat, 
Curs vex his heels and ſtretch their barking throat; 
If chance he mingle in the female croud, 
Pride toſſes high her head, Scorn laughs aloud ; 
Each nymph turns from him to her gay gallant, 
And wonders at the impudence of Want. 
Tis vanity that rules all woman-kind, 
Love is the weakeſt paſſion of their mind. 
Dio. Though one is by thoſe Wvile views poſſeſt, 
O Lycidas, condemn not all the reſt. 
Ly:. Though I were bent beneath a load of years, 
And ſeventy winters thin'd my hoary hairs ; 
Yet if my olive branches dropt with oil, 
And crooked ſhares were brighten'd in my ſoil, 
If lowing herds my fat'ning meads poſſeſt, 
And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreſt; 
Then would {he lure me with love-darting glance, 
And with fond mercenary ſmiles advance. 
Though hell with ey'ry vice my foul had ſtain'd, 
And froward anger in my boſom reign'd, 
Though avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruſt, 
And my joints trembled with enfeebled luſt ; 
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Vet were my ancient name with titles great, 
How would ſhe languiſh for the gawdy bait ! 

If to her love all-tempting wealth pretend, 
What virtuous woman can her heart defend ! 

Dio. Conqueſts, thus meanly bought, men ſoon deſpiſe, 
And juſtly flight the mercenary prize. 

Lyc. I know theſe frailties in her breaſt reſide, 

Direct her glance and ev'ry action guide. 
Still let Alexis faithful friendſhip aid, 

Once more attempt to bend the ſtubborn maid. 
| Tell her. no baſe-born ſwain provokes her ſcorn, 
No clown, beneath the ſedgy cottage born; 
Tell her, for her this ſylvan dreſs I took, 
For her my name and pomp of Courts forſook ; 
My lofty roofs with golden ſculpture ſhine, 
And my high birth deſcends from ancient line. 
Dio. Love is a ſacred voluntary fire, 

Gold never bought that pure, that chaſt deſire. 
Who thinks true love for lucre to poſſeſs, 
Shall graſp falſe flatt'ry and the feign'd careſs ; 
Can we believe that mean, that ſervile wife, 
Who vilely ſells her dear-bought love for life, 
Would not her virtue for an hour reſign, 

If in her ſight the proffer'd treaſure ſhine. 
* Lyc. Can reaſon (when by winds ſwift fires are borne 
O'er waving harveſts of autumnal corn) 
| The driving fury of the flame reprove ? 
Who then ſhall reaſon with a heart in love! 
Dio. Yet let me ſpeak ; O may my words perſuade 
The noble youth to quit this ſylvan maid [ 
' Reſign thy crook, no more to plains reſort, 
Lock round on all the beauties of the Court; 
There ſhall thy merit find a worthy flame, 
| Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name. 
Think, if theſe offers ſhould thy wiſh obtain, 


And ſhould the ruſtick beauty ſtoop to gain; | 
| N 2 Thy 
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Thy heart could ne er prolong th' unequal fire, 
The ſudden blaze would in one year expire; 
Then thy raſh folly thou too late ſhalt chide, 
To Poverty and baſe-born blood ally'd ; 

Her vulgar tongue ſhall animate the ſtrife, 
And hourly diicord vex thy future life. 

Lyc. Such 1s the force thy faithful words impart, 
That like the galling goad they pierce my heart! 
Thou think'ſt fair virtue in my breaſt reſides, 

That honeſt truth my lips and actions guides; 
Deluded ſhepherd, couldſt thou view my foul, 

Thou dſt fee it with deceit and treach'ry foul ; 

I'm baſe, perfidious. Ere from Court I came, 

Love ſingled from the train a beauteous dame; 

The tender maid my fervent vows believ'd, 

My tervent vows the tender maid deceiv'd. 

Why doſt thou tremble ?—why thus heave thy ſighs ? 
Way ſteal the ſilent ſorrows from thy eyes? 

Dio. Sure the foft lamb hides rage within his breaſt, 
And cooing turtles are with hate poſſeſt; 

When from fo ſweet a tongue flow fraud and lies, 
And thoſe meek looks a perjur'd heart diſguiſe. 
Ah! who ſhall now on faithleſs man depend? 
The treach'rous lover proves as falle a friend. 

De. When with Dioze's love my boſom glow'd, 
Firm conſtancy and truth ſincere I vow'd ; 

But ſince Parthenia's brighter charms were known, 
My love, my conftancy and truth are flown. 

Dio. Are not thy hours with conſcious anguiſh ſtung, 
Switt vengeance mult o'ertake the perjur'd tongue. 
The Gods the cauſe of injur'd love aſſert, 

And arm with ſtubborn pride Parthenia's heart. 

Lyc. Go, try her ; tempt her with my birth and ſtate, 
Stronger ambition will ſubdue her hate. 

Dio. O rather turn thy thoughts on that loſt maid, 
Whole hourly ſighs thy faithleſs oath upbraid ! 
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Think thou behold'ſt her at the dead of night, 
Plac'd by the glimm'ring taper's paly light, 
With all thy letters ſpread before her view, 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew ; 
Sobbing ſhe reads the perj'rys o'er and o'er, 
And her long nights know peaceful ſleep no more. 
He. Let me forget her. 
Dio. —— O falſe youth, relent ; 
Think ſhould Partbenia to thy hopes conſent ; 
When Hymen joins your hands, and muſick's voice 
Makes the glad ecchoes of thy domes rejoyce, 
Then ſhall Drone force the crouded hall, 
Kneel at thy feet and loud for juſtice call : 
Could'ſt thou behold her weltring on the ground, 
The purple dagger reeking from the wound ? 
Could'ſt thou unmov'd this dreadful fight ſurvey ? 
Such fatal ſcenes ſhall ſtain thy bridal day. 
He. "The horrid thought ſinks deep into my foul, 
And down my cheek unwilling forrows roll. 
Dio. From this new flame thou may'ſt as yet recede, 
Or haſt thou doom'd that guiltleſs maid ſhall bleed? 
Lzc. Name her no more Haſte, ſeek the ſylvan Fair. 
Dio. Should the rich proffer tempt her liſt ning ear, 
Bid all thy peace adieu. O barb'wus youth, 
Canſt thou forego thy honour, love and truth? 
Yet ſhould Partheria wealth and title flight, 
Would juſtice then reſtore Dine right? 
Would'ſt thou then dry her ever-falling tears; 
And bleſs with love and joy thy future years? 
Lyc. IIl in yon' ſhade thy wiſh'd return attend; 
Come, quickly come, and cheer thy ſighing friend. 
Exit Lycidu:. 
Dio. Should her proud foul reſiſt the tempting bait, 
Should ſhe contemn his proffer'd wealth and ſtate, 
hen I once more his perjur'd heart may move, 
And in his boſom wake the dying love. 
N 3 AS 
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As the pale wretch involvd in doubts and fears, 
All trembling in the judgment-hall appears ; 

So ſhall I ſtand before Parthenia's eyes, 

For as ſhe dooms, Dione lives or dies. 


A'CT-1V, STS NSE 4 


LYCIDAS. PARTHENTA aſleep in a bower. 
Lyc. AY no rude wind the ruſtling branches 
move ; 
Breathe ſoft, ye filent gales, nor wake my Love, 
Ye ſhepherds, piping homeward on the way, 
Let not the diſtant ecchoes learn your lay ; 
Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling throat, 
. May no loud ſhake prolong the ſhriller note, 
Left ſhe awake; O ſleep, ſecure her eyes, 
That I may gaze; for if ſhe wake, ſhe flies. 
While eafy dreams compoſe her peaceful ſoul, 
What anxious cares within my boſom roll! 
If tir'd with ſighs beneath the beech I lye, 
Ard languid lumber cloſe my weeping eye, 
Her lovely viſion riſes to my view, 
Swift flies the nymph, and ſwift would I purſue ; 
Iſtrive tocall, my tongue has loſt its ſound ; 
Like rooted oaks, my ſeet benumm'd are bound; 
Struggling wake. Again my forrows flow, 
And not one fiatt'ring dream deludes my woe. 
What innocence ! how meek is ev'ry grace! 
How ſweet the imile that dimples on her face, 
Calm as the ſleeping ſeas! but ſhould my ſighs 
Too rudely breathe, what angry ſtorms would riſe ! 
Though the fair roſe with beauteous bluſh is crown'd, 
Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found; 
he peach, that with inviting crimſon blooms, 
Deep at the heart the cank ring worm conſumes ; 
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"Tis thus, alas! thoſe lovely features hide 
Diſdain and anger and reſentful pride. 


SCENE II. LYCIDAS. DIONE. PART HENTA. 
; He. Has proffer'd greatneſs yet o'ercome her hate? 
And does ſhe languiſh for the glitt'ring bait ? 
Againſt the ſwain ſhe might her pride ſupport. 
Can ſhe ſubdue her ſex, and ſcorn a Court ? 
Perhaps in dreams the ſhining viſion charms, 
| And the rich bracelet ſparkles on her arms ; 


In fancy'd heaps the golden treaſure glows : 
Parthenia, wake ; all this thy ſwain beſtows. 

Dio. Sleeps ſhe in theſe cloſe bowers ? 

Lyc. ——  — Lo! there ſhe lies. 

Dio. O may no ſtartling ſound unſeal her eyes, 
And drive her hence away. * Till now, in vain 
trod the winding wood and weary plain; 
Ign'rant as yet what grandeur courts her ſcorn, 
She thinks thee train'd in fields, and vulgar-born. 
Hence, Lycidas ; beyond thoſe ſhades repoſe, 
While I thy fortune and thy birth diſcloſe. 

He. May kind {uccefs upon the meſſage wait. 

Dio. O rather think on loſt Dione's fate! 
Muſt ſhe thy broken faith jor ever mourn, 
And will that juſter paſſion ne'er return? 

Lyc. Tl hear no more: go then, her ſlumbers chaſe, 
And in her view the bright temptation place. 

[Ex. Lycidas. 


SC E NE III. DIONE. PARTHENTIA. 
Dio. Now flames the weſtern ſky with golden beams, 

And the ray kindles on the quiv'ring ſtreams ; 

Long flights of crows, high-croaking from their food, 

Now ſeek the nightly covert of the wood ; 

The tender graſs with dewy cryſtal bends, 

And gath'ring vapour from the heath aſcends, 
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Shake off this downy reſt ; wake, gentle maid, 
'T rutt not thy charms beneath the noxious ſhade. 
Parthenia, rife. 
Par. What voice alarms my ear? 
Away. Approach not. Hah! Alexis there! 
L et us together to the valcs deſcend, 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me hear no more that ſhepherd's name, 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame. 
Dio. Can I behold him gaſping on the ground, 
Nor teek a healing herb to ſtanch the wound ? 
For thee continual ſighs conſume his heart, 
"Tis thou alone canſt cure the bleeding ſmart. 
Once more I come the moving cauſe to plead, 
Ir ſtill his ſuff rings cannot intercede, 
Vet let my friendſhip do his paſſion right, 
And ſhow thy lover in his native light. 
Par. Why in dark myſt'ry are thy words involv'd? 
It Lycidas you mean ; know, I'm relolv'd. 
Dio. Let not thy kindling rage my words reſtrain. 
Know then ; Parthenia flights no vulgar ſwain. 
For thee he bears the ſcrip and ſylvan crook, 
For thee the glories of a court forſook. 
May not thy heart the wealthy flame decline, 
His honours, his poſſeſſions, all are thine. 
Par. If he's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware; 


| Thoſe who moſt promiſe are the leaſt ſincere. 


"The quick-ey'd hawk ſhoots headlong from above. 
And in his pounces bears the trembling dove ; 
The pilf ring wolf o'er-leaps the fold's defence, 
But the talſe Courtier preys on innocence. 
It he's a Courtier ; O ye Nymphs, beware : 
T hoſe who moſt promiſe are the leaſt ſincere. 

Dio. Alas! thou neer haſt prov'd the ſweets of State, 
Nor known that female Pleaſure, to be great. 

"Tis 
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Tis for the town ripe cluſters load the poles, 
And all our autumn crowns the Courtier's bowls ; 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheaſant breed, 
And annual coveys in our harveſt feed ; 

For him with fruit the bending branch is ſtor'd, 
Plenty pours all her bleſſings on his board. 

If (when the market to the city calls) 

We chance to paſs beſide his palace walls, 

Does not his hall with muſick's voice reſound, 
And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound ? 
Such are the pleaſures Lycidas ſhall give, 

When thy relenting boſom bids him live. 


Par. See yon gay goldfinch hop from ſpray to ſpray, 


Who ſings a farewel to the parting day; 
At large he flies o'er hill and dale and down ; 
Is not each buſh, each ſpreading tree his own ? 
And canſt thou think he'll quit his native brier, 
For the bright cage o'er-arch'd with golden wire ? 
What then are honours, pomp and gold to me ? 
Are thoſe a price to purchaſe liberty. 
Dio. Think, when the Hymeneal torch ſhall blaze; 
And on the ſolemn rites the virgins gaze; 
When thy fair locks with glitt'ring gems are grac'd, 
And the bright zone ſhall ſparkle round thy waiſt, 
How will their hearts with envious forrow pine, 
When Lycidas ſhall join his hand to thine ! 
Par. And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and ſhow” 

Is oft the varniſh of internal woe. 

When the chaſt lamb is from her ſiſters led, 

And interwoven garlands paint her head ; 

The gazing flock, all envious of her pride, 

Behold her ſkipping by the Prieſteſs fide ; 

Each hopes the flow'ry wreath with longing eyes; 
While the, alas! is led to facrifice ! 

Thus walks the bride in all her ſtate array d, 

The gaze and envy of each thoughtleſs maid. 


N. 5 Die. 


274 30 


Dio. As yet her tongue reſiſts the te mpting ſnare, 
And guards my panting boſom from deſpair. (Hide. 
Can thy ſtrong Soul this noble flame forego ? 

Muſt ſuch a lover waſte his life in woe ? 

Par. Tell him, his giftsI ſcorn ; not all his art, 

Not all his flatt'ry ſhall ſeduce my heart. 
Courtiers, I know, are diſciplin'd to cheat, 
Their infant lips are taught to liſp deceit ; 

To prey on eaſy nymphs they range the ſhade, 
And vainly boaſt of innocence betray'd ; 
Chaſt hearts, unlearn'd in falſehood, they aſſail, 
And think our ear will drink the grateful tale: 
No. Lycidas ſhall ne'er my peace deſtroy, 

III guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 

Dio. So ſtrong a paſſion in my boſom burns, 
Whenc'er his ſoul is griev'd, Alexis mourns ! 

Canſt thou this importuning ardor blame ? 
Would not thy tongue for friendſhip urge the ſame ? 

Par. Yes, blooming ſwain. Thou ſhow'ſt an ho- 

[neſt mind; 
I ſee it, with the pureſt flame refin'd. 
Who ſhall compare love's mean and groſs deſire 
To the chaſt zeal of friendſhip's ſacred fire? 
By whining love our weaknels is confeſt; 
But ſtronger friendſhip ſhows a virtuous breaſt. 
In Folly's heart the ſhort-liv'd blaze may glow, 
Wiſdom alone can purer friendſhip know, 
Love is a ſudden blaze which ſoon decays, 
Friendſhip is like the ſun's eternal rays ; 
Not daily benefits exhauſt the flame, 
It ſtill is giving, and ſtill burns the ſame ; 
And could Alexis from his Soul remove 
All the low images of groſſer love; 
Such mild, ſuch gentle looks thy heart declare, 
Fain would my breaſt thy faithful ſrĩiendſhip ye 
| ae, 
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Dio. How dar'ſt thou in the diff rent ſex confide ? 
And ſeek a friendſhip which thou ne'er haſt try'd ? 
Par. Yes, I to thee could give up all my heart, 
From thy chaſt eye no wanton glances dart ; 
Thy modeſt lips convey no thought impure, 
With thee may ſtricteſt virtue walk ſecure. 
Dio. Yet can ſafely on the nymph depend, 
| Whoſe unrelenting ſcorn can kill my friend! 
Par. Accuſe me not, who act a gen'rous part; 
Had I, like city maids, a fraudful heart, 
'Then had his proffers taught my ſoul to feign, 
Then had ] vilely ſtoopt to ſordid gain, 
Then had I ſigh'd for honours, pomp and gold, 
And for unhappy chains my freedom fold. 
If thou would'ſt ſave him bid him leave the plain, 
And to his native city turn again : | 
There, ſhall his paſſion find a ready cure, 
There, not one dame reſiſts the glitt'ring lure. 
Dio. All this I frequent urg'd, but urg'd in vain. 
Alas! thou only canſt aſſwage his pain! 


SCENE IV. DIO NME. PART HENTA. 
LYCID AS. [/iflening. 

Lyc. Way ſtays Alexis ? can my boſom bear 

Thus long th' alternate ſtorm of hope and fear? 

Yonder they walk; no frowns her brow diſguile, 

But love conſenting ſparkles in her eyes; 

Here will I liſten, here, impatient wait, 

Spare me Parthenia, and reſign thy hate. [Afidte. 
Par. When Lycidas ſhall to the court repair, 

Still let Alexis love his fleecy care; 

Still let him chuſe cool grots and fyivan bow'rs, 

And let Parthenia ſhare his peaceful hours. 

He. What do I hear? my friendſhip is betray'd ; 

The treach'rous rival has ſeduc'd the maid. Aide. 

Far. 
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Par. With thee, where bearded goats deſcend the 
ſteep, 
Or where, like winter's ſnow, the nibbling ſheep 
Cloath the ſlope hills; I'll paſs the cheerful day, 
And from thy reed my voice ſhall catch the lay. 
But ſee, ſtill Ev'ning ſpreads her duſky wings, 
The flocks, llow-meving from the miſty ſprings, 
Now ſeek their fold. Come, ſhepherd, let's away, 
To cloſe the lateſt labours of the day. 
[Exeunt hand in hand. 


SCENE v. LYCIDAS: 


My troubled heart what dire diſaſters rend! 

A ſcornful miſtreſs, and a treach'rous friend! 
Would ye be cozen'd, more than woman can : 
Unlock your boſom to perfidious man. 

One faithful woman have theſe eyes beheld, 

And againſt her this perjur'd heart rebell'd : 

But ſearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend, 
Where ſhall the wretched find one faithful friend? 


SCENE VL LI CIDAS DIONE 


He. Way ſtarts the ſwain? why turn his eyes away, 
As if amidſt his path the viper lay ? | 
Did I not to thy charge my heart confide ? 

Did I not truſt thee near Paribenia's ſide, 
As here the ſlept? 

Dio. She ſtrait my call obey d, 
And dovny ſlumber left the lovely maid: 

As in the morn awakes the folded roſe, 
And all around her breathing odour throws; 
So wak'd Parthenia. 

Lyc. — —— Could thy guarded heart ; 
When her full beauty glow'd, put by the dart ? 

Yet on Alexis let my foul depend, ; 
Lis moſt ungen'rous to ſuſpect a friend. 


And 
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And thou, I hope, haſt well that name profeft, | 

Dio. O could thy piercing eye diſcern my breaft ! 
Could'ſt thou the ſecrets of my boſom ſee, 

There ev'ry thought is I'd with cares for thee. 

Lyc. Is there, againſt hypocriſy, defence, 

Who cloaths her words and looks with innocence! 

[ Aſide. 
Say, ſhepherd, when you proffer'd wealth and ſtate, 
Did not her ſcorn and ſuppled pride abate? 

Dio, As ſparkling di monds to the feather'd train, 
Who ſcrape the winnow'd chaff in ſearch of grain ;. 
Such to the ſnepherdeſs the court appears: 

Content ſhe ſeeks, and ſpurns thoſe glitt ring cares. 

Lyc. Tis not in woman grandeur to deſpiſe, 

Tis not from Courts, from me alone ſhe flies. 
Did not my paſſion ſuffer like diſgrace, 

While ſhe believ'd me born of ſylvan race? 
Doſt thou not think, this proudeſt of her kind 
Has to ſome rival ſwain her heart reſign'd? 

Dio. No rival ſhepherd her diſdain can move; 
Her frozen boſom is averſe to love. 

Lyc. Say, art thou ſure, that this ungrateful fair 
Scorns all alike, bids all alike deſpair ? 

Dio. How can I know the ſecrets of her heart! 

Lyc. Anſwer ſincere, nor from the queſtion ſtart, 
Say, in her glance was never love confeſt, 

And is no ſwain diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt ? 

Dio. O Lycidas, bid all thy troubles ceaſe ; 
Let not a thought on her diſturb thy peace. | 
May juſtice bid thy former paſſion wake; 
Think how Dione ſuffers for thy fake: 
Let not a broken oath thy honour ſtain, 
Recal thy vows, and ſeek the Town again. 


Lyc. What means Alexis ? where's thy friendſhip 
flown ? 


Why am I baniſh'd to the hateful town? 
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Has ſome new ſhepherd warm'd Parthenia's breaſt? 
And does my love her am'rous hours moleſt ? 
Is it for this thou bid'ſt me quit the plain? 
Yes, yes, thou fondly lov'ſt this rival ſwain. 
When firſt my cheated ſoul thy friendſhip wood, 
To my warm heart I took the vip'rous brood. 
O falſe Alexis 

Dio. . Why am I accus d? 
Thy jealous mind is by weak fears abus'd. 

Lyc. Was not thy boſom fraught with falſe deſign ? 
 Didft thou not plead his cauſe, and give up mine? 
Let not thy tongue evaſive anſwer ſeek ; 
The conſcious crimſon riſes on thy cheek : 
Thy coward conſcience, by thy guilt diſmay'd, 
Shakes in each joint, and owns that I'm betray'd. 

Dio. How my poor Heart 1s wrong d O ſpare thy 


friend! 
Lyc. Seek not detected falſehood to defend. 


Dio. Beware; leſt blind ſuſpicion raſbly blame. 
He. Own thy ſelf then the rival of my flame. 
If this be ſhe for whom Alexis pin'd, 
She now no more 1s to thy vows unkind, 
Behind the thicket's twiſted verdure laid, 
I witneſs'd ev'ry tender thing ſhe ſaid ; * 
I ſaw bright pleaſure kindle in her eyes, 
Love warm'd each feature at thy ſoft replies. 
Dio. Yet hear me ſpeak. 
Lyc. In vain 1s all defence. 
Did not thy treach'rous hand conduct her hence? 
Haſte, from my ſight. Rage burns in ev'ry vein ; 
Never approach my juſt revenge again. 
Dio. O ſearch my heart; there injur'd truth thou'lt 


find. 
Lyc. Talk not of Truth ; long ſince ſhe left mankind, 


So ſmooth a tongue! and yet fo falſe a heart! 
Sure Courts firſt taught thee fawning friendſhip's art! 
No. Thou art falſe by nature. 


Dio. 
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Dio. — Let me clear 
This heavy charge, and prove my truſt ſincere. 
Lyc. Boaſt then her favours ; ſay, what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in th' appointed bow'r ; 
Say, when and where you met. 
Dio. — he rage ſuppreſt. 
In ſtabbing mine, you wound Parthenia's breaſt. 
She ſaid, ſhe ſtill defy'd Love's keeneſt dart; 
Yet purer friendſhip might divide her heart, 
Friendſhip's ſincerer bands ſhe wiſh'd to prove. 
Lyc. A woman's friendſhip ever-ends in love. 
Think not theſe fooliſh tales my faith command; 
Did not I ſee thee preſs her ſnowy hand ? 
O may her paſſion like thy friendſhip laſt ! 
May ſhe betray thee ere a day be paſt ! 
Hence then. Away. Thou'rt hateful to my ſight, 
And thus I ſpurn the fawning hypocrite. 


[Ex. Lycidas, 
SCENE VI. | 


Dione. Was ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid! 
My friendſhip wrong'd ! my conſtant love betray'd ! 
Misfortune haunts my ſteps where-e'er I go, 

And all my days are over-caſt with woe. 

Long have I ſtrove th' encreaſing load to bear, 

Now faints my foul, and finks into deſpair. 

O lead me to the hanging mountain's cell, 

In whoſe brown cliffs the fowls of. darkneſs dwell ; 
Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 

Shall lull my ſorrows with the tinkling fall. 

There, ſeek thy grave. How canſt thou bear the light, 
When baniſh'd ever from Ewvander's fight ! 


SCENEVI. DIONE LA UX A. 


Lau. Why hangs a cloud of grief upon thy brows ? 
Does the proud nymph accept Evander's vows ? 
| Die. 


to 30 FE. 


Dio. Can I bear life with theſe new pangs oppreſt ! 
gain he tears me from his faithleſs breaſt : 

A perjur'd Lover firft he ſought theſe plains, 

And now my friendſhip like my love diſdains. 

As I new offers to Parthenia made, 

Conceal'd he ſtood behind the woodbine ſhade. 
He ſays, my treach'rous tongue his heart betray'd, 
That my falſe ſpeeches have miſ-led the maid ; 
With groundleſs fear he thus his foul deceives ; 
What frenzy dictates, jealouſy believes. 

Lau. Reſign thy crook, put off this manly veſt, 

And let the wrong'd Drone ſtand confeſt ; 
When he ſhall learn what forrows thou haſt borne, 
And find that nought relents Partheria's ſcorn, 
Sure he will pity thee. 

Dio. No, Laura, no. 

Should I, alas! the fylvan dreſs forego, 
Then might he think that I her pride foment, 
That injur'd love inſtructs me to reſent ; 

Our ſecret enterprize might fatal prove : 
Man flies the plague of perſecuting love. 

Lau. Avoid Parthenia ; leſt his rage grow warm,, 
And jealouſy reſolve ſome fatal harm. 

Dio. O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 
Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind ; 
Should I once more his awful preſence ſeek, 

The ſilent tears would bathe my glowing cheek x 
By riſing ſighs my fault'ring voice be ſtay'd, 

And trembling fear too ſoon confeſs the maid. 
Haſte, Laura, then; his vengeful foul aſſwage, 
Tell him, Pm guiltlefs ; cool his blinded rage; 
Tell him that truth ſincere my friendſhip brought, 
Let him not cherith one ſuſpicious thought. 

Then to convince him, his diſtruſt was vain, 

Til never, never ſee that nymph again. 

'This way he went, 


A 
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Lau. — See, at the call of night, 


The ſtar of ev'ning ſheds his ſilver light 

High o'er yon weſtern hill: the cooling gales 
Freſh odours breathe along the winding dales ; 
Far from their home as yet our ſhepherds ſtray, 
To clofe with cheerful walk the ſultry day. 


Methinks from far I hear the piping {wain ; 
Hark, in the breeze now ſwells, now ſinks the ſtrain ! 


Thither I'll ſeek him. 

Dio. —— — — — While this length of glade 
Shall lead me penſive through the ſable ſhade ; 
Where on the branches murmur ruſhing winds, 
Grateful as falling floods to love- ſick minds. 
O may this path to Death's dark vale deſcend ! 
There only, can the wretched hope a friend. 

Ex. ſeverally. 


CTY, SCENE. IL 


A Wood. 
DIONE. CLEANTHES, (who hes wounded 
| in a diſtant part of the flage.) 
Dione. HE Moon ſerene now climbs th' aerial way ; 
See, at her ſight ten thouſand ſtars decay: 
With trembling gleam ſhe tips the ſilent grove, 
While all beneath the chequer'd ſhadows move. 
Turn back thy ſilver axles, downward roll, 
Darkneſs beſt fits the horrors of my foul. 
Riſe, riſe, ye clouds ; the face of heav'n deform, 
Veil the bright Goddeſs in a fable ſtorm : 
O look not down upon a wretched maid ! 
Let thy bright torch the happy lover aid, 
And light his wandring footſteps to the bow'r, 
Where the kind nymph attends th' appointed hour. 
Yet thou haſt ſeen unhappy love, like mine; 


Didft not thy lamp in Heav'n's blue forebead ſhine, 
When 
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When 7h;fby ſought her Love along the glade? 
Didſt thou not then behold the gleaming blade, 
And gild the fatal point that ftabb'd her breaſt ? 
Soon I, like her, ſhall ſeek the realms of reſt. 
Let groves of mournful yew this wretch ſurround ! 
O ſooth my ear with melancholy ſound ! 
The village curs now ſtretch their yelling throat, 
And dogs from diſtant cotts return the note; 
The rav'nous wolf along the valley prowls, 
And with his fami{h'd cries the mountain howls. 
But hark! what ſudden noiſe advances near? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted ear! 
Clean. Shepherd, approach ; ah! fly not through the 
lade, 
A 3 all dy'd with wounds invokes thy aid. 
Dio. Say then, unhappy ſtranger, how you bled ; 
Collect thy ſpirits, raiſe thy drooping head. 
[Cleanthes raiſes himſelf on his arm. 
O horrid ſight ! Cleanthes gaſping lies; 
And Deatlis black ſhadows float before his eyes. 
Unknown in this diſguiſe, Fil check my woe, 
And learn what bloody hand has ſtruck the blow. 
| | [Afade, 
Say, youth, ere Fate thy feeble voice confounds, 
What led thee hither ? whence theſe purple wounds ? 
Clean. Stay, fleeting life ; may ſtrength a while prevail, 
Leſt my clos'd lips contine th' 1mperfe tale. 
Ere the ſtreak'd Eaſt grew warm with amber ray, 
I from the city took my doubtful way, 
Far o'er the plains I ſought a beauteous maid, 
Who from the Court, in theſe wide foreſts ſtray'd, 
Wanders unknown ; as I, with weary pain, 
Try'd ev'ry path, and op'ning glade in vain ; 
A band of thieves, forth-ruſhing from the wood, 
Unſheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood D. 
| ep 
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Deep in my breaſt the barb'rous ſteel is dy d, 

And purple hands the golden prey divide. 

Hence are theſe mangling wounds. Say, gentle ſwains 
If thou haſt known among the ſylvan train 

The vagrant nymph I ſeek !. 

Dio. — — What mov'd thy care, 

Thus, in theſe pathleſs wilds to ſearch the fair? 

Clean. I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ye Naiads, who the moſſy fountains love, 

Ye happy ſwains, who range the paſtures wide, 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks beſide; 
If my laſt gaſping breath can pity move, 

If e'er ye knew the pangs of ſlighted love, 

Show her, I charge you, where Cleanthes dy'd ; 
The graſs yet reeking with the ſanguine tide. 

A father's power to me the virgin gave, 

But ſhe diſdain'd to live a nuptial flave ; 

So fled her native home. 

Dio. — Tis then from thee 
Springs the foul ſource of all her miſery. 

Could'ſt thou, thy ſelfiſh appetite to pleaſe, 
Condemn to endleſs woes another's peace ? 

Clean. O ſpare me ; nor my hapleſs love upbraid, 
While on my heart Death's frozen hand is laid ! 
Go, ſeek her, guide her where Cleanthes bled ; 
When ſhe ſurveys her lover pale and dead, 

Tell her, that fince ſhe fled my hateful fight, 
Without remorſe I ſought the realms of night. 
Methinks I fee her view theſe poor remains, 
And on her cheek indecent gladneſs reigns ! 
Full in her preſence cold Cleanthes lies, 
And not one tear ſtands trembling in her eyes ! 
O let a ſigh my hapleſs fate deplore ! 
Cleanthes now controuls thy love no more. 
Dio. How ſhall my lips confine theſe riſing woes? 


Clan. O might I ſee her, ere Death's finger cloſe 
Hide. 
Theſe 
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Theſe eyes for ever! might her ſoſten'd breaſt 
Forgive my love with too much ardor preſt ! 
Then I with peace could yield my lateſt breath. 
Dio. Shall I not calm the fable hour of death, 
And ſhow my ſelf before him! — Hah! he dies. 
See, from his trembling lip the ſpirit flies ! [ Afide. 
Stay yet awhile. Dione ſtands confeſt. 
He knows me not. He faints, he ſinks to reſt. 

Clan. Tell her, fince all my hopes in her were loſt, 
That death was welcome [Dies. 
Dio. What ſudden guſts of grief my boſom rend! 

A parent's curſes o'er my head impend 

For diſobedient vows ; O wretched maid, 

Thoſe very vows Evander has betray'd. 

See, at thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in blood! 

For love of thee he trod this lonely wood, 

Thou art the cruel authreſs of his fate; 

He falls by thine, thou, by Evander's hate. 

When ſhall my ſoul know reſt ? Cleanthes ſlain 

No longer ſighs and weeps for thy diſdain, 

Thou ſtill art curſt with love. Bleed, virgin, bleed, 

How ſhall a wretch from anxious life be freed ! 

My troubled brain with ſudden frenzy burns, 

And ſhatter'd thought now this now that way turns. 

What do I ſee thus glittring on the plains ? 

Hah! the dread ſword yet warm with crimſon tains ! 
[Takes up the dagger. 


SCENE II. DIONE. PARTHENTA. 


Par. Sweet is the walk when night has cool'd the 
| hour. | 
This path directs me to my ſylvan bow'r. [ Afide- 
Dio. Why is my foul with ſudden fear diſmay'd ! 
Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade ? 
O ſtring my arm with force ! * 
| ar. 
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Par. . Miethought a noiſe 
Broke through the ſilent air, like human voice. [4/e. 

Dio. One well-aim'd blow ſhall all my pangs remove, 
Grafp firm the fatal ſteel, and ceaſe to love. [4/ide. 

Par. Sure twas Alexis. Hah! a fword diſplay'd 
The ſtreaming luſtre darts a-croſs the ſhade. [Afide. 

Dio. May Heav'n new vigour to my foul impart, 
And guide the defp'rate weapon to my heart! [ Aſide. 

Par. May I the meditated death arrett ! 

[Holds Dione's hand. 
Strike not, raſh ſhepherd ; ſpare thy guiltleſs breaſt. 
O give me ſtrength to ſtay the threaten'd harm, 
And wrench the dagger from his htted arm! 

Dio. What cruel hand with-holas the welcome blow? 

In giving life, you but prolong my woe. 

O may not thus th' expected ſtroke impend ! 

Unlooſe thy graſp, and let ſwiſt death deſcend. 

But if yon murder thy red hands has dy'd ; 

Here. Pierce me deep; let forth the vital tide. 
{Dione quits the dagger. 

Par. Wait not thy fate; but this way turn thy eyes : 
My virgin hand no purple murder dyes. 

Turn then, Alexis; and Paribenia know, 
"Tis ſhe protects thee from the fatal blow. 

Dio. Muſt the night-watches by my ſighs be told 7 
And mutt theſe eyes another morn behold 
Through dazling floods of tears? ungen'rous maid, 
The friendly ſtroke is by thy hand delay'd ; 

Call it not mercy to prolong my breath ; 
Tis but to torture me with ling ring death. 

Par. What moves thy hand to act this bloody part? 
Whence are theſe gnawing pangs that (car thy heart? 
Is that thy friend who lies betore thee {lain ? 

Is it his wound that reeks upon the plain ? 
Ist Lycidas ? 

Dio. — — No. I the ſtranger found, 

Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 


He 
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He faid ; as at the roſy dawn of day, 

He from the city took his vagrant way, 

A murd'ring band pour'd on him from the wood, 
Firſt ſeiz'd his gold, then bath'd their ſwords in blood. 

Pay. You, whoſe ambition labours to be great, 
Think on the perils which on riches wait. 

Safe are they ſhepherd's paths ; when ſober Ev'n 
Streaks with pale light the bending arch of heav'n, 
From danger free, through deſarts wild he hies, 
The riſing ſmoak far o'er the mountain ſpies, 
Which marks his diſtant cottage ; on he fares, 
For him no murd'rers lay their nightly ſnares ; 
They paſs him by, they turn their ſteps away: 
Safe Poverty was ne'er the villain's prey. 

At home he lies ſecure in eaſy ſleep, 

No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep ; 

No thieves in dreams the fancy'd dagger hold, 
And drag him to detect the buried gold ; 

Nor ſtarts he from his couch aghaſt and pale, 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
While he, whoſe iron coffers ruſt with wealth, 
Harbours beneath his roof Deceit and Stealth ; 
Treach'ry with lurking pace frequents his walks, 
And cloſe behind him horrid Murder ſtalks. 

Tis tempting lucre makes the villain bold. 
There lies a bleeding ſacrifice to gold. 

Dio. To live, is but to wake to daily cares, 
And journey through a tedious vale of tears. 
Had you not ruſh'd between, my life had flown; 
And I, like him, no more had ſorrow known. 

Par. When anguiſh in the gloomy boſom dwells, 
The counſel of a friend the cloud diſpels. 

Give thy breaſt vent, the ſecret grief impart, 
And ſay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 
To fave thy life kind Heav'n has ſuccour ſent, 


The Gods by me thy threaten'd fate prevent. Di. 
is. 
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Dio. No. To prevent it, is beyond thy pow'r; 

Thou only canſt defer the welcome hour. 

When you the lifted dagger turn'd aſide, 

Only one road to death thy force deny'd ; 

Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high, 
Deep in whoſe ſhadow craggy ruins lie, 

Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe, 
And daſh out life againſt the flints below ? 

Are there not ſtreams, and lakes, and rivers wide, 
Where my laſt breath may bubble on the tide ? 
No. Life ſhall never flatter me again, 

Nor ſhall to-morrow bring new ſighs and pain. 

Par. Can I this burthen of thy foul relieve, 
And calm thy grief ? 

Dio. —--- If thou wilt comfort give; 

Plight me thy word, and to that word be juſt; 
When poor Alexis ſhall be laid in duſt, 

That pride no longer ſhall command thy mind, 
That thou wilt ſpare the friend I leave behind. 

I know his virtue worthy of thy breaſt, 

Long in thy love may Lycidas be bleft ! 

Par. That ſwain (who would my liberty controul, 
To pleaſe ſome ſhort-liv'd tranſport of his ſoul) 
Shows, while his importuning flame he moves, 
That 'tis not me, himſelf alone he loves. 

O live, nor leave him by misfortune preſt; 
'Tis ſhameful to deſert a friend diſtreſt. 

Dio. Alas! a wretch like me no loſs would prove, 
Would kind Parthenia liſten to his love. 

Par. Why hides thy boſom this myſterious grief? 
Eaſe thy o'erburthen'd heart and hope relief. 

Dis. What profits it to touch thy tender breaſt, 
With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can be redreſt ? 
Let in my heart the fatal ſecret dye, 
Nor call up forrow in another's eye! 


SCENE 
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D ION E. 


SCENE III. DIONE. PARTHENIA 
'. ECT CID AS. 


Lyc. If Laura right direct the darkſome ways, 

Along theſe paths the penſive ſhepherd ſtrays. [Afide. 
Dio. Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 

O would my throbbing ſighs my heart-ſtrings break! 

Why was my breaſt the lifted ſtroke deny'd ? 

Mut then again the deathful deed be try'd ? 

Yes. Tis reſolv'd. [Snatches the dagger from Parthenia. 
Par. Ah, hold ; forbear, forbear ! 

Lyc. Methought Diſtreſs with ſhrieks alarm'd my ear! 

Par. Strike not. Ye Gods, defend him from the 

wound ! 

Lyc. Yes, 'tis Parthenia's voice, I know the ſound. 
Some ſylvan raviſher would force the maid, 
And Laura ſent me to her virtue's aid. 

Die, villain, die; and ſeek the ſhades below. 
[Lycidas ſatches the dagger from Dione, and tabs ber. 
Dio. Wahoe'er thou art, I bleſs thee for the blow. 
Lyc. Since Heav'n ordain'd this arm thy life ſhould 

guard, 

O hear my vows ! be love the juſt reward. 

Par. Rather let vengeance, with her ſwiſteſt ſpeed 

O'ertake thy flight, and recompenſe the deed ! 

Why ttays the thunder in the upper tky ? 

Gather, ye clouds; ye forky hghtnings, fly: 

On thee may all the wrath of heav'n deſcend, 

Whoſe barb'rous hand has ſlain a faithful friend. 


Behold Alexis! 
Lyc. — Would that treach'rous boy 


Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy ? 
What rous'd his paſſion to this bold advance? 
Did eer thy eyes confeſs one willing glance? 
I know, the faithleſs youth his truſt betray'd ; 


And well the dagger has my wrongs repay'd. = 
jo. 
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Dis. [raifing herſelf on 4 08 ] Breaks not Evandi's 
voice along the glade ? 
Hah ! is it he who holds the reeking blade! 
There needed not or poyſon, ſword, or dart ; 
Thy faithleſs vows, alas! had broke my heart. [ide 
Par. O tremble, ſhepherd, for thy raſh offence, 
The ſword is dy'd with murder'd innocence ! , 
His gentle foul no brutal paſſion ſeiz'd, 
Nor at my boſom was the dagger rais'd ; 
Self- murder was his aim; the youth I found 
Whelm'd in deſpair, and ſtay'd the falling wound. 
Dio. Into what miſchiefs is the lover led, 
Who calls down vengeance on his perjur'd head ! 
O may he ne'er bewail this deſp'rate deed, 
And may, unknown, unwept, Drone bleed! [A/adt. 
Lyc. What horrors on the guilty mind attend ! 
His conſcience had reveng'd an injur'd friend, 
Hadſt thou not held the ſtroke. In death he ſought 
To loſe the heart-conſuming pain of thought. 
Did not the ſmooth-tongu'd boy perfidious prove, 
Plead his own paſſion, and betray my love? 
Dio. O let him ne er this bleeding victim know; 
Leſt his raſh tranſport, to revenge the blow, 
Should in his dearer heart the dagger ſtain ! 
That wound would pierce my ſoul with double pain. 
[Afide: 
Par. How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griefs untold ! | 
Lyc. Was he thus faithful ? thus, to friendſhip true ? 
Then I'm a wretch. All peace of mind, adieu! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, ſpeak ; uncloſe thoſe lids again 
[Flings himſelf on the ground near Dione. 
See at thy feet the barb'rous villain kneel ! 
"Tis Lycidas who graſps the bloody ſteel, 
0 Thy 
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Thy once loy'd friend. Vet ere I ceaſe to live, 
Canſt thou a wretched penitent forgive? 
Dio. When low beneath the ſable mould I reſt, 
May a fincerer friendſhip ſhare thy breaſt! 
Why are thoſe heaving groans? (ah ceaſe to weep !) 
May my loſt name in dark oblivion ſleep ; 
Let this fad tale no ſpeaking ſtone declare, 
From future eyes to draw a pitying tear : 
Let o'er my grave the lev'ling plough-ſhare paſs, 
Mark not the ſpot ; forget that ere I was. 
Then may'ſt thou with Parthenia's love be bleſt, 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleſt! 
My ſwimming eyes are over-power'd with light, 
And darkning ſhadows fleet before my ſight. 
May'ſt thou be happy! ah! my foul is fre. [Dias 
Lyc. O cruel ſhepherdeſs, for love of thee [To Parth. 
This fatal deed was done. 


SCENE the laſt. LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA. 
LAURA. 
Lax, — — Alexis ſlain! 
Lyc. Yes. T was I did it. See this crimſon ſtain | 
My hands with blood of innocence are dy'd. 
O may the Moon her filver beauty hide 
In rolling clouds! my ſoul abhors the light; 
Shade, ſhade the murd'rer in eternal night! 
Lan. No rival ſhepherd is before thee laid; 
There bled the chaſteſt, the ſincereſt maid 
hat ever ſigh'd for love. On her pale face, 
Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
Of thy once dear Dione ? with wan care 
Junk are thoſe eyes, and livid with deſpair ! 
| Lyc. Diane ! | 
Jau. There pure Conſtancy lies dead! 
Lyc. May Heav'n ſhow'r vengeance on this perjur d 
head ! _ 
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As the dry branch that withers on the ground, 
So, blaſted be the hand that gave the wound! 
Off; hold me not. This heart deſerves the ſtroke; 
"Tis black with treach'ry. Yes; the vows are broke 

[Stabs himſelf. 
Which I fo often ſwore. Vain world, adieu; 
Though I was falſe in life, in death I'm true. Dies. 
Lau. To morrow ſhall the funeral rites be paid, 

And theſe Love victims in one grave be laid. 

Par. There ſhall the yew her fable branches ſpread, 
And mournful cypreſs rear her fringed head. 

Lau, From thence ſhall thyme and myrtle ſend per- 

fume, 
And laurel ever-green o'erſhade the tomb. 

Par. Come, Laura; let us leave this horrid wood, 
Where ſtreams the purple graſs with lovers blood ; 
Come to my bow'r. And as we ſorrowing go, 

Let poor Dioene's ſtory feed my woe 
With heart-relieving tears. 


Lau. [Pointing to Dione. ] Unhappy maid, 
Hadft thou a Parent's juſt command obey'd, 
Thou yet hadſt livd.— But who fhall Love adviſe! 
Love ſcorns command, and breaks all other tyes. 
Hencfeorth, ye ſwains, be true to vows profeſt g 
For certain vengeance ſtrikes the perjur'd breaſt. 
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